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THE GBAND PACHA'S YACHT CRUISE 

ON THE NILE, 

Bt EHMEUNE lott, 
Antlior of " Harem JA£^ 19 Dg^pt and Tork^," Ae. 

*' There are many reasons why tliis book will become the leading 
one of the season. I^int, beoanve it eoptains a mass of information 
hitherto nnknown to English readers. Secondly, beoanse it gives an 
insight into {Egyptian domestic lifQ, such as lew Enropeans oonld 
have seen; send, lastly, becanse the N4U is just ntcmr a snbied of great 
interest in conseqnence of the Prince and Princess of WaJes being on 
its waters. — Tdegfrogih.. 

'^The anthor of this work is well known for her narrative of 
* Harem life in Egypt and Tnrkey«' The present prodnotion xKMsesses 
many features in common with its predecessor, and the anthor tells of 
what she saw and what she heard on her jonrpey with the Princesses 
of Egypt an th^ visilr to the harams of Bniok Hanems, on the Kpe^ 
in a manner which makes the work a very readable and entertaining 
one. The features of the book which will be most attractive are 
those devoted to a description of tberao^ and habits of life among 
the ladies of the harem, some of whom, if the author is to be credited, 
by no means deserve tba eonfidenoe irepos^d in them by the F^has. 
l^umerous instances are mentioned of the amours and of the ZioAons 
of the frail beauties of tbe harem ; and the anthor must certainly 
have made good use of theintrod^ioHens which she obtained to collect 
so large an amount of scandal of this kind, however ungracious it 
may be on her pavt to give to the world these emaoB details of the 
inner life of the narem." — Observer. 
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THRICE DEAD. 



CHAPTER I. 



THE DOUBLE BAPTISM. 



We have already made allusion to the place 
which was called the Trovrde-lO'DeUe. 

If was a ravine which stood on the edge 
x)f the Grand-Lande, between Guillaume 
F^ru's mill and the Manor-House of Tre- 
guem. The cross-road, passing the end of the 
avenue of the Manor-House, ran along the 
brink of the ravine, upon the side of which a 
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quantity of privet had been planted to keep 
the grotnd from breaking tway* In this un- 

% 

gratefal soil^ the privet had grown up, weak 
and black-looking, forming a small copse 
about the height of a man, which reached 
half-way down the declivity. In the place 
where the privet ended, a ridge of calcareous 
rock, which the least touch reduced to blue 
dust, stood out above the stunted heath • 

In the bottom of the ravine there was a 
narrow pool, which in summer time con- 
tained only a quantity of mud overgrown 
with lentils ; and around the pool, shooting 
out their youxig branches in thick clusters^ 
grew a number of willows. 

In descending this place you were obliged 
to use your hands as well as your feet, for 
there was no beaten path* 

Standing on the brink of the pool under 
the willows, and looking upwardS| you saw 
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ground joa a rough oirealar wall of earth 
and rook, monnting up like the sides of a 
gigantic rase. Nothing else was viidfole, ex- 
i^pt the sky over head, whieh seemed to form 
a corer for the vase. 

Among the country people, the ravine 
passed for a haunted spot; those who had the 
right, descended every two years to the banks 
of the pool to cat the willow twigs, which 
grew th^e unusually strong. The rest of the 
time no human foot ever trod this wild spot. 
When the peasants of the neighbourhood 
were obliged to pass after nightfiatU along the 
road above the privet, they hurried along, 
signing themselves with the cross, and closing 
their eyes. 

That night, the tempest had filled the pool, 
vhich had overflowed its banks and sur* 
mounded the trunks of the willows, and dropa 
of rain were still £»Uing from the foliage. 

b2 
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It was about half-an-hoor before dawn, at 
that time when the most profound darkness 
rests over every object. At the bottom of 
the ravine there was a man ; the man was 
leaning upon a pickaxe and watching the 
water of the pool which the thirsty soil was 
slowly sucking in. He seemed to be waiting 
till the water had descended below a certain 
limit. 

From time to time he raised his eyes and 
interrogated the star-bespangled sky. 

^^ I shall have time/' he muttered, after one 
of these occasions. 

And he continued to watch the water as it 
gradually sank lower and lower. 

When the soil round the foot of the largest 
willow was uncovered, the man raised his 
pickaxe and gave the first stroke upon the 
wet ground. The pickaxe only penetrated 
the inert soil an inch or so ; the man struck 



^^ 



THBIOE DEAD, 5 

again, then the blows succeeded each other 
hard and &st. At the end of some minutes 
he paused to take breath. 

With half the labour he would have made 
a good sized hole in arable land, but here his 
efforts had only succeeded in taking the sur- 
face off the soil. 

"The valise will be safe here/* he said, 
^^ when I have made its nest ; and I shall be 
sure at least that nobody will come here to 
seek for it." 

He once more grasped the pickaxe with 
both hands, which again fell heavily upon the 
ground at once 'Tvet and hard ; but he only 
gave one blow, because he thought he heard 
the sound of footsteps above his head, upon 
the road which lay along the edge of the 
precipice. 

He listened, but the sound had ceased ; all 
around was silent. So he said to himself : 
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^* My ears were tixiglmg.'^ 

And he set to wcnrk again stoutfy. 

His ear had not been tingling, however ; iM 
was really the sound of ^footsteps which he 
had heard in the erosfr-road. 

A man was rtinning at fnll speed across the 
moor, comicg from the mill, and directing hia 
conrse towards the manor-house. On arriv- 
ing at the brink of the ravine,|the man wha 
was running had followed the example of the 
one who was digging at the foot of the willow ; 
he had paused at the dull sound of the pick- 
axe, then, as the noise had ceased at the same 
instant, he had said, 

'' My ears were tingling/' 

And he had continued his route. 

It happened that the man in the ravine^ 
almost before he had recommenced his work^ 
again heard some one walking above him,^ 
and that the walker, at the very first step 



took, thought he heard iht sound of the pick- 
axe once more. They both stopped i^ain 
and stood listening*, tiie one £rom the top the 
other from the bottom. 

The most patient of the two was the first 
to solve the enigma. The most patient of the 
two was not the man with the pickaxe, who 
was in a hurry no deubt,and who set to woik: 
again after a few seconds* From that moment 
he heard nothing more. 

He worked away with all his might, i^id^ 
rebelKbtis as the soil was, had soon formed 
a hole sufficiently large to hold a yalise 
irtifch was !(ymg upon tike ground by his sidew 

He took up the valise and thrust it intO' the 
hole, to see if it fitted; and as the result 
seemed to be favourable he raised his head 
with a look of satis&etion. 

B«rt, in raising his eryes^ he saw a man 
standing before him. 
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^ Gabriel T' he exclaimed recoiling several 
steps. 

The new-comer remained immovable, with 
his arms folded across his chest* 

^^ Yon did not wait for me then, Filhol, my 
brother?" he said in a sweetly ironical tone. 

The man with the pick-axe caught up hia 
tool and instinctively grasped it with both 
hands as though it had been a weapon. 

" No, Gabriel| I did not wait for you," he 
responded. 

'^ You were tired of waiting for me at the 
Tour-de-Kervoz no doubt," replied the 
seminarist, his tone becoming more ironical 
than before. 

"I did not wait for you at the Tour-de* 
Kervoz," said Treguern. 

** No ? And how was that, brother?" 

^^ Because I have an objection to crack a 
tonsured head.*' 
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There was a silence after this reply, which 
was made in a mde and menacing tone. 
Grabriel still remained immovable and calm 
in appearance ; the man whom we have called 
Filhol de Treguem, on the contrary nervously 
handled the pick-axe. 

At length Gabriel advanced a step. 
' " Keep oflF I" said Treguem. 

Gabriel took another step in order to show 
his courage. 

" Have I done anything to o£fend you, my 
brother T^ said he in a voice which no longer 
retained any trace of mockery. 

" Upon my honour, Gabriel,'* pronounced 
Filhol, turning away his head, " you will do 
well not to remain here I" 

** What have I to fear then ?" 

" Gabriel, Gabriel I'' exclaimed Filhol, in 
a tone of distress, ^' I have placed perfect con- 
fidence in you ; and the door of my &ther's 

B 5 
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^ It beats — ^it beats I^' he mattered ; ^ mj 
head is swimmmg I The first time one looks 
over a precipice one feels giddy — bat one 
soon gets nsed to it." 

A second cry resounded against the walls 
of the ravine. Gabriel listened, shuddering 
in every limb, for this time he could not 
mistake. He had recovered somewhat from 
the stupor which had succeeded the crime, 
and the echo of the report had died away. 
Filhol was now only a corpse, and the cry 
could not have come from his lungs. 

The foliage in the copse of stunted privet 
was agitated ; someone was hurrying down 
the steepest part of the ravine, calling out the 
name of FilhoL 

Gabriel drew his other pistol from his belt. 
A bamch in the copse cracked and broke off,^ 
and Gabriel began to think that he should 
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not need his weapon, for the new corner^ 
losing his balance, rolled heavily over the 
calcareous rocks. 

He thus reached the bottom of the ravine,, 
and, bounding to his feet, cried : 

" Filhol 1 Filhol I" 

By a miracle, his £edl had left him without 
a wound. 

The first streaks of light were appearing in 
the sky, and Gabriel could distinguish a man 
of high stature, dressed in military costume, 
and having but one arm. At the same moment, 
Boland Montfort perceived in his turn a man 
standing in the darkness, and sprang towards 
him. 

*' You are not Filhol 1" he exclaimed, 
** what have you done with Filhol T^ 

Gabriel had already cocked his second 
pistol. 

<^ Where do you come from, friend," said 
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he, oddly, ^^ that joa don't know that Filhol 
de Treguevn died of fe^er hat year, in tho 
month of Septemher ?" 

The foot of Boland stambled against the 
valise, which £a.ve out a metallic sottikd. 

^^ Ah I" said he, ^^ God sees into the depths 
€^ this mystery! This is a witness. I have 
followed Tregaem from the manor-honse to 
thi» ipiiace, and he was carr}^ing this vaUse 
npon hk abouldei!. Yon are Oabriel the 
semiaiarist, axxd yoE hare assassinated Tre^ 
gnernl" 

Gabriel saw then, for the -firat time, thait 
hisradvei^ajry held in his single hand a sharp 
bent sabre ; but he retained all his sang-Jroidj 
although Boland was so close to him that the 
point of the sabre might have reached his 
boaiosi before he had tame to rsuise his arm to 
discharge the pistoh His sharp wits, always 
fertile in imsourms, at onee furnished him 
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vith a stratagem whioh be imrnedoately put 
into execntioB. 

^ Look down at your feet/' he said, *^ and 
see wliether lie who k lying iSiere with his 
head hanging in libe pool is illhol de Tre- 
guem.'' 

Boland turned quickly, and the pale light 
of dawn showed hmi the corpee stretched oat 
at the foot of ihe willow. He oast upon it 
only one look, and the museles of his arm 
hardened to raise his sabre ; the next instant 
Gabriel would bare been cendramed. But 
Gabriel had had time to rest his pistol against 
the trimk of the willow, in order to avoid ihe 
•trembling insepairable from emotion, and, at 
the moment when Boland sprang upon htm, 
a fresh report awoke the echoes of the rayiiue. 

A groan came from Bolazud's chest, and his 
left arm, shattered at the abonfMer joint, fell 
helplessly down by his side. Thas did .not 
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stop his spring, however, and he rushed apon 
Gtabriel, probably not yet understanding how 
powerless he had become. Twice, notwith- 
standing the frightful agony he was suffering, 
he tried to raise his arm, which no longer had 
any spring ; twice the butt-end of Gabriera 
pistol sounded upon bis defenceless forehead. 

At the first blow, his fiice was bathed with 
blood ; at the second he closed his eyes, and 
reeling backwards, fell senseless by the body 
of Filhol. 

Gaibriel washed the handle of his pistol in 
the water of the pool and passed his wet 
handkerchief across his temples. By this 
time there was sufficient light to dis- 
tinguish objects, and Gabriel gazed down 
upon the two bodies. Ee was pale, but he 
held, his head high, and the respiration came 
in hard and rapid breathing from his swel- 
ling bosom. 
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After waiting for a second he raised the 
valise upon his shoulder and began slowly to 
climb up the side of the ravine. 



It was during the night of the fifteenth of 
August, in the year 1800, that the Trou-de- 
la-Dette saw this double assassination. 

The following day was Sunday, and in tho 
morning the good folks of the bourg of Orlan 
collected, according to custom, in the parish 
churchyard. There was great excitement 
among them, a look of horror could be read 
upon every feice, and behind the horror a good 
deal of curiosity was visible. 

They were collected in groups talking to- 
gether in low voices ; the women whispered, 
and the children were not allowed to play 
among the tall grass around the grave-stones. 
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The bell tinkled for the first msas^ bat no- 
bodjf except a lew piouB wom^i, quitted the 
graveyard to enter the cfaorcfa. 

The principal groap was composed of onr 
friends who had been present at the party 
which had kept the feast of the assumption 
at the house of Marion Lecuyer. 

The matrons had upon their heads their 
eatiolles of fine plaited muslin, bearing up<m 
their summits a cockade or top-knot, which 
resembled the crest of a casque ; the farmera 
were smoking thek short stemmed pipes 
under the brims of their straw hats, which 
were bent down in the form of an umbrella; 
IJbe lasses eziiibited tleeir bright flUrer crcNSsea 
attached to their cambric ch^nisettes; and 
the young £dyk)ws wore rosettes of scarlet 
wool, gained at shooting matches or at racing 
in sacks. 

All thiA heoause it was Sunday ; bud all 



118 looked ubAj and contrasted badly with 
tbe busy figures. 

The group was assembled at the foot of a 
hige cross. 

*' For that matter," said Pelo, the basket- 
maker, ^^this night has not been at all like 
other nights I" 

**OhI no/' said a voice inthecirele; ^ever 
since yesterday I have felt that something 
was going to happen !'* 

^^ What time did Douairi^re le Brec coiiie 
home?" demanded the sceptical Yincenib 
F^rU) who was almost as much excited as the 
btiiers. 

The question was addressed to young 
MatheUn. 

^ Ma foi yufr'ez^' returned the p&tour; ^*iit 
WBS broad daylight when I heard her come 
in. But you don't know all. When I got 
ba)ck« after the wtrty, I found a black horse 
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in the meadow. The door of the house was, 
wide open, there were marks of dirty shoea 
inside, and Douairi^re le Brec's bed had been 
rolled a foot and a half oat of its usual 
place." 

The heads of the listeners shook gravely ia 
silence. 

** There was a light burning in the place 
where the Commander lives when he is here,"^ 
added Mathelin. 

" Ah !" said one of those who were stand- 
ing round, " he expected this." 

" But what was that they were saying at 
the side of the forest, Pelo ?" asked one of 
the women. 

'^ Serjeant Mathurin has come home to hi& 
mother's," replied the basket-maker, "and 
Sergeant Boland Montfort has come home to 
his sister's." 

"There I there I" they exclaimed; "perr 
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liaps that was he who was sleeping in the 
chimney comer." 

^^ It was he, but he didn't sleep at the farm- 
jionse, and he was out at the time when the 
two reports were heard somewhere on the 
Grand-Land." 

The audience looked at each other and 
repeated : 

** There— there I" 

" Somebody saw him this morning/' went 
on the basket-maker, ^^ as he was going up 
the avenue of the manor-house. He had 
blood upon his face, and the sleeve of his left 
arm — the sleeve of his right is empty you 
know — was all red and black with blood from 
the shoulder down to the elbow." 

" Man Dieu I Mon Dieu ^ cried those 
around the cross, ^^ what is all this going on 

ft 

around us." 
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^ Bon jomr to you, pkre MiekelaaT' ex* 
claimed Beveral voices. 

The old farmer was pasong along on the 
other side of the churchyard. He was walk- 
ing with slow and painfbl steps, and every 
body could see that his face was very pala 
tinder his thin looks of white hair« 

'^ Good day to you, and God bless yo«, my 
children," said he, taking off his hat as he 
passed the door of the church and making the 
sign of the cross. ^ A man who lives in the 
world the years I have sees a good deal, sure; 
but have you ever known the time vrhen 
dead bodies ran away before they could be 
buried T* 

There was an agitation among the group, 
wlio guessed that there must be something 
terrible under the obscurity of this sentence, 
and each exclaimed : 
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'^ You Jhiave some news, father Michelan ? 
What ia it? what is it?** 

The old man was some time before he 
spoke. 

"Since Comte Filhol died," he said 
at length, "nobody ever puIU a trigger 
either in the forest or on the heath. It was 
not a sportsman who fired the two shots last 
night." 

" No, no/' assented the group, " that is 
sure and certain, it was not a sportsman." 

" But who could it have been?" added some 
of the more curious. 

" I wanted to cut some grass before mass 
began," pursued the old man, " as there was 
no fodder in the stable and as there is no harm 
in working before the first bell strikes ; so at 
daybreak I sent off my nephew Jean-Marie 
to the bourg to find some of the men. He 
eame back in a quarter of an hour as white 



24 tHBIOE DBAD. 

as a sheet, and could not utter a word, poor 
youngster. I gave him a cup of strong cider 
to untie his tongue, and this is what he said, 
as true as Gk>d is Grod and we are all 
sinners.*' 

Old Michelan paused to take hreath and 
the group drew closer together around him as 
he continued: 

" Jean-Marie said to me, « as I was passing 
along the road, above the ravine on the edge 
of the Grand-Lande, I heard somebody down 
in the hollow, I was too short to see over the 
privet bushes, so I crept through them till I 
got to the lower side of the copse ; at the 
bottom of the ravine there was a hole dug, as 
though somebody had been there before me ; 
and at the end of the copse, I saw a privet 
stick broken off, and the ground was broken 
away as if some-one had slipped and fell over 
the rocks. The pool was bank-fiill, and 
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close to the water I saw two bodies lying all 
covered with blood.* " 

^^Two bodies I" repeated the groap in 
hollow voices. 

And Felo the basket-maker added: 

^* One for each shot I'* 

^^ I asked the youngster/* pursued Michelan 
F^re, ^^ what these two bodies were like ; 
he said that the first was a soldier and had 
but one arm — "* 

^^ Boland Montfort I" said one of those who 
stood around. 

^^ The other," again continued old Michelan, 
^^ had his head hanging down in the pool, and 
was dressed in a black velvet coat, like the 
one the late young Comte Filhol used to wear 
when he went out shooting." 

Michelan ceased, and there was great 
agitation among the caUMes and the straw 
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hats, while a low mananr waa raised araand 
the cross. 

^^ And yoa didu't go to see for yourself?" 
exclaimed Vincent F6ra ; ^^ you are not very 
carious, Daddy Michelan/' 

^^ I went to see for myself/' replied the old 
ma% ^^ not because I am curious, Vincent^ 
lad, but because I thought there might be 
some fellow creatures who wanted assistance* 
Only, when I got to the bank of the pool, I 
found nothing there." 

^' Oh I" said the disappointed group, ^^ the 
youngster told a. lie ?" 

^^No he didn't, my lads. Whea I say 
notbing,^ I eqoeak of the bodies; the traces of 
Ike. struggle were left there plain enough in 
the mud, and the blood had not had tin^ to 
dry up." 

^^ Bud tbei bodies ? whO' could have carried 
them awiy?*' 



**Thaf8 just what T was aaking myself," 
replied old Michelan, '*when I saw, ail af 
^nce, close to me, standing with his back 
against thef truftk of a willow, a man dressed 
m a long black cloak, with figures worked 
upon It, like what we call the instrameflto of 
the passion— -the cross, the scourge, aoid the 
€rown of thorns. He was as thin asf a 
skeleton, and his grey hair fell over his 
dBieshless cheeks. How he came up to me 
withoflt my seeing or hearing him, I don't 
know. Ifs years since I have seen the Com- 
mander Malo, but I knew him in a minute/' 

The audience drew a long breath as 
Michelan stopped for an instant. At that 
mioment, the bell inside the chtrrch tinkled 
ibr the e\&7Bi6ott of the host, and boHh men 
^md women fell on their knees upon iShe grass 
«nd bowed down their heads. 

^"Hie CkHum^ander* Malo/^ continued 

2 
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Michelan, when every one had got up again, 
^^ was looking at the traces of blood, and 
didn't seem to see me; he was muttering 
between his teeth those strange words nobody 
bat he ever utters, and which nobody else 
understands. He said — at least I thought 
he said so — ^ Treguem must die three 
times.' 

^^ Then all at once he looked straight in my 
face. 

" ' Why are you not at the baptism ?' he 
demanded, abruptly. ^ Thy father and thy 
grandfather were vassals of the Treguems, 
It is not every day that they take to the font 
a heir of the chevaliers I' 

^^ As I stood open-mouthed, and not making 
any answer, he kneeled down at the foot of 
the willow, and examined the foot-marks, 
which were full of blood. 

^'^It is the blood of Treguem I' he mut- 
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tered ; ^ it must be so ; the sprigs shoot out of 
the old tree after it is cut down. Go away, 
vassal I Go to thy master's baptism I I 
have somethiug to do here/ 

'* He pointed his imperious finger towards 
the path I had come by. 

" There was a hole dug at the foot of the 
willow, in which a pick-axe was lying. The 
Commander carried a hacking-knife under 
his arm. While obeying him, and going on 
towards the moor, I turned round more than 
once, as you may suppose, and I saw the 
Commander Malo turning over the ground in 
every place where there were marks of blood, 
and forming in that way a little grave ; then 
I saw him take the hacking knife, cut off a 
young willow, and make a cross with it, 
which he planted in the wet ground. 

*' But which of you,'' here interrupted old 
Michelan, ^^can tell me what baptism the 
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Commander Mi^ wag talking about? I 
did«H hear the bella ling ae I came afir<ct$g 
the heath, aad I don't aee any new-bom child 
at the door of the chiurch.*' 

As b^ finielied speaking, the good women 

who had been present at the first mass, oaaw 

out of church, and immediately the bells 

began to ring ag if for a christening* In the 

road whjieh led to the chureh-yard, Fanchette 

the midwife could be aeen adyancing, dressed 

in her best clothes, and carrying a baby on 

^loh arm. Douairi^re le JBrec came behind 

her in her silk dress, her black lace cap, and 

with her white crutehed stick* Marianne d^ 

Treguem was walking with difficulty by her 

side; land the veil which she wore did not 

entirely conceal the paleness of her cheeks. 

While the midwife, Doiiairii^re le Brec, and 
Martanoa were getting over oro of the stiles 
of the ehnrch-yaj:^, a second group appearod 
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at another stile. These were bonne personne 
Marimi Lecuyer, in tears, and Sei^eant 
Matbnrin, who were supporting, as well at 
they conld, poor Roland Montfert, who was 
staggering at ev^y step, and looked so weak 
that you woold have thought he was going to 
&int every step. Soland had two large 
wounds on his forehead <; and his left arm, 
surrounded with bandages, hung down by hm 
side. 

The two parties slowly crossed the green- 
sw»rd, amidst the ominous isilenoe of tho 
country people, whose emotion and curiosity 
rendered them dumb; and they met at the 
door of iSie church, where the Abbe Gabriel 
was waiting for them, bare headed, with the 
mass-fbook in his hand. 

Fanefaette, the midwife, lentered first, and 
hastened at onee towards the little diapel, 
where the fonts were, in orler to get rid of 
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Her double burden. The rector was in bia 
sacerdotal robes, close to the vase of polished 
granite which contained the baptismal water. 
When the two groups of whom we have 
spoken had followed Fanchette, the crowd 
of villagers made an irruption into the church, 
for each felt that something extraordinary 
was going to happen which would be worth 
seeing. The whole of the village were soon 
pressing round the baptismal chapeL 

^^ Have these children been taken to the 
eommune f inquired the rector, before com* 
mencing the ceremony. 

Panchette responded without hesitation, 
like a woman who has learnt her lesson in 
advance : 

"We often see poor little innocents die 
without receiving the holy baptism, became 
they have been taken to the commwM before 
being taken to the church." 



M 
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The rector expressed his approval by a 
sign of the head, and then asked : 

" Whose children are they ?" 

Tou might have heard a fly passing across 
the church, so complete was the silence which 
followed this question. 

Fanchette cast down her eyes, and did not 
reply at once ; then she half turned towards 
Douairi^re le Brec, who covered her with a 
fixed and imperious look. 

*' This one/' said Fanchette, her voice 
trembling a little as she pointed to the infant 
she held upon her right arm, ^^ this one is the 
son of Marianne de Treguern/' 

The minister had the parish register before 
him on a desk, and he opened it. 

" And his father ?" asked the rector. 

Fanchette bowed in silence. Gabriel did 
not frown ; he stood with a mild and grave 
expression upon his £sice, and his arms folded 

c 5 
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&be of Eoland Montfort had expressed nn- 
easiuess and doubt. He had seen the hesita* 
tlon of Fanchette at the first question of the 
Rector, and he had noticed the imperious 
look which Douairiire le Brec had fixed upon 
the midwife. 

Now he fancied that he could see a strange 
air of triumph under the afiected calm of the 
seminarist ; there was also triumph, and still 
more sarcasm in the bitter smile of le Brec. 

Through the veil which covered the features 
of Marianne, Boland tried to observe the 
direction of her regard, and it seemed to himt 
that that regard sought that of the two in- 
fants of which she was not the mother. 

" Woman,*' said he abruptly, turning to^ 
wards Fanchette, " would you dare to tell a 
falsehood in the sanctuary of God I " 

Gabriel trembled; the brows of Douairi^re 
le Brec contracted, as she grasped her white 
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staff with both hands; Fanchette changed 
colour and found no words to reply. 
, ^^ She has lied I ** said Boland Montfort, in 
a confident tone. 

*' She has lied I " repeated Marion Lecuyer^ 
pointing towards her with her finger. 

And the crowd, welcoming with avidity 
this new torn in the drama which was being 
played before them, began to grumble from 
one end of the church to the other. 

" She has Ued ! She has lied I " 

Marianne trembled, and sobbed under her 
veil. 

^^ And that is not all," added Marion, cast* 
ing a look of pitiful tenderness towards her 
brother; '* Gabriel and you, Francois le Brec, 
will have to answer for the blood that has 
been shed ! " 

** Have patience, Marion, my girl," mut- 
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tered Douam^re le Brec, "there will he 
time for eveiy&iag/' 

Oalmei remamed impassive. 

At that moment several voices -were raised 
near ^e door. 

^^Make room! make rooml''' tiiey cried 
^ Heire'fi somebody who will tell us the truth.'* 

"^Mindl out of the wayl^' added otJier 
voices^ ^iDake way for the Commander Malo, 
who is comixig to recognise bis nephew 1 ^ 

There was not Ae slightest raillery in these 
words. The presence of Malo de Treguern, 
had given the ascendancy to supernatural 
ideas ; Mid the months which had passed be- 
tween the death of the farther and the birth of 
the son, wepe no longer thought of. 

From flic time of the great Chevalier 
Tanneguy, whbse tomb-stone stood there 
proud and grav-e, elose to ^e altar, had not 
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Urn raee of Tregaem been one tisne of 
mjBterieB? 

TJiey maAe a passage for the CkaDmander 
Malo ^iM>, after pomly koieeliiig •down upoa 
the first flagstone uudde theeharoh^ has^nsA 
tOMrards the baptismal font. 

The Tisage of Oalnieihad paled at laat, and 
Danairiigre le Brec Jiad hapd woA to keep tim 
mile of defiafloce irhich nras playing araox^ 
the wrinkles of her conntenance. 

Om reaching &t cexttne <of l^e ehapel, the 
CoimnandeF Halo iireat dtm^ht to the fij^hei?* 
less obild itfae midwife Jbad presented first, and 
laying his hand upon him, regwded hia iat 
a long time, 

^ 8ee,-.-8ee 1 " flnuttered the crowd, ^^ the 
(siae priest mA the witi^ have paid Fanchette 
F&u to tell a lie I •' 

^' it is not the Gomnaiider Mslo thai is to 
be deceiyed/' added old Michelan, ^ he who 
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said on the bank of the pool — ^^It is the blood 
of Treguem/ '* 

The Commander left the fatherless child at 
length, and tamed towards the one which 
had been presented second as the son of the 
late Count Filhol. 

He cast only one disdainful glance towards 
this infant; and then his lips parted, and they 
thought he was about to pronounce the 
sentence. 

But he seemed to alter his mind ; his regard 
passed from Gabriel to Douairifere le Brec^ 
then to Marianne, then the wrinkles of his 
forehead contracted under his long gray locks. 
He kissed the crucifix which hung upon his 
chest ; and his whole appearance showed that 
he was engaged in some profound medita- 
tion. 

His lips moved again, and Roland alone 
heard him murmur — 
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^^ It must be ! — ^it is thus that the name of 
Treguem will rise once more I" 

He placed his extended hand upon the head 
of the infant he had before regarded with con- 
tempt, and pronounced aloud : ^^ This is the son 
of my nephew Lord Filhol, Count of Treguem.'* 

Gabriel and Douairiere le Brec breathed 
again as if their bosoms had been relieved of 
a crushing weight. 

The two children were christened, viz. : the 
one who had no father under the name of 
Bt^phane, and the son of Filhol under the 
name of Tauneguy. 

As they were leaving the church, the 
villagers saw four gendarmes in the church- 
yard. When Boland came out in his turn, 
supported by Sergeant Mathurin and his 
sister Marion, Gabriel the seminarist, who 
had preceded him, pointed him out to the 
gendarmes saying : 

^ That is he who shed the blood.'' 
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Douairidre k Brec cbailenged Marion with 
a look, as she stood dumb with terror and 
surprise, ainl repeated : 

" Yes, that is he.'' 

The gendcmrmes arretted Roland Montfoit 
in the name of the lai^. 

This is the explanation which ran throogh 
the boarg : A stranger had stopped the night 
before, at thetavern on the outskirts of Bedon 
where Mstthurin and Eoiand had halted; this 
str£uager carried a Talise full of gold, and he 
had been met the preceding night on th^ 
Grand-Lande, near the copse of privet A 
struggle had taken place at the bottom of the 
rayioe which terminated the Grand^-Lande, 
and that struggle had left rude traces upon 
the body of Roland. 

The«ti»nger had disappeared as well h% 
the Talise, so Soland was accused of having 
murdered the stranger. 

After night&U, Gabriel took the wsj to- 



wards Redon. H« was on foot, ami teamed a 
load. At Redon, €3^«ufited as he was hj 
Catigae, he sought out tlie house of one of those 
adventurous merchants who eontmued, in spite 
of the war, to trade with London. 

He counted out upon the counter of the 
merchant one hundred thousand francs in 
gold, and the merchant fiimished him with a 
receipt, by which he engaged to convey that 
sum to London, to the o£Sces of the Campbell 
Life Assurance Company^ the first in date of 
all the companies which have speculated upon 
human mortality. 

Having done this, Gabriel said to hiiu-i 

self: 

^^ I won the first stake, and I will win it 
twenty times more." 

As to the twenty years of life which were 
necessary, Gabriel had not the slightest 
doubt. 
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He bought a piece of bread with the last 
penny he had in his pocket, and returned to 
the town of Orlan on foot, where he went ta 
bed in his garret 
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CHAPTER II. 



THE VAMPIRE. 



The drives in the Bois de Boulogne were be- 
ginning to be crowded with carriages, as the 
sun, less ardent, was sinking towards the 
horizon. It was the day of the feast of the 
assumption, in the year 1820 ; consequently, 
twenty years after the events which we have 
related. 

Theyoungboughsof the trees were thrusting 
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forth their shoots^ covered with feliage. The 
last cutting of the Bois de Bonlogne had been 
performed against the rules and regulations, 
by the sabres of the Cossacks. Thank God I 
the Cossacks had passed over the frontier, 
never to return, and the Bois de Boulogne, 
forcing the sap^ wfl» biding beneath its rich 
verdure the outrage of its healed scars • 
There was still a little lack of shade, because 
the trunks of the trees had not had time to 
branch out, but the foliage was so fresh, that 
you felt patient, and Parisian fashion already 
went to the Bois^ if it waa only tx^ see it 
growing. 

It wasr five o'clock in. the eve&ing* In the 
road wbick leads from the Chslteaa de Madrid 
to Bagat6ll% the oblique rays* of the sun were 
shining through the dust^ atmosphere ; and 
all around, in the neighbouring avenuea,. waa 
beacd the rdling of equipages. 
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Three horiemen afipeftced roand a. comer 
of one of the rides. They were three Siffonts^ 
mounted comme il faut^ and dressed in the 
tnost appro ved style ; coats, which fitted close 
at the waist, and showing a vest cut en beck 
de elarinette^ witk lai^e wadded and goffered 
lapels falling aver leg of mutton sleeves; 
pantaloons of nankeen,. &stened under the 
boot by straps as narrow as laces ; cravats 
which were supported by whalebone stif- 
fenersy and hat» widened at the top, the brims 
of which curled up over the ears like the 
volutes which surmount Doric columns* 

One of them was stout, one thin, and one 
between the two.. The stout ea^e waa named 
tke Baron Brocard.^ the uedium oiie. bose the 
name of M.. de; Gbaoupeaux ; he came from 
province ; the thin one was the Cheva- 
lier de Noisy, nick-named le 8eCj on account 
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of the absence of emhonpaintj which charao- 
terised his person. 

Just as they were leaving the path to enter 
the avenue, M. de Champeaux, the provincial, 
fiaid: 

'* The three Freux! Valerie the mortel 
And what next ? What mother goose tales! 
Oh I come ! thej still talk of ghosts then at 
your famous Marquise de Castellat's ?" 

" There are some very strange things/' re- 
sponded the Chevalier de Noisy, with em- 
phasis, ^Hhings which ought not to be 
laughed at." 

" The fact is,'* said Champeaux, naively, 
^^ that my aunt has often related stories to me 
which made my flesh creep. Only fancy, 
when I was quite a youngster, she told me 
how a white goat — *' 

The stott Baron Brocard shrugged his 



THBIOB DEAD. 49 

shoulders with a langh. He was a free 
thinker. Our three cavaliers were going for- 
ward at a walking pace. 

The Chevalier de Noisy stopped at the 
moment when the provincial was aboat to go 
on speaking, and pointed oat to him the shadj 
path which wound round towards the little 
pheasantry of the Ch&teau de Madrid. 

^^ I can tell you that these people are not 
like most folks/' he muttered. "One can't 
help believing when one has seen — " 

'' And you have seen something there, che- 
valier?" said Champeaux, also pointing to the 
entrance of the shady walk. 

**The three Freux of Britany?" added 
the Baron Brocard, jestingly. 

" Or at least Valerie the morte ?" said M. 

4e Champeaux. 

The chevalier slowly shook his head. 

'' The three Freux and Valerie the morte^** 

VOL. II. D 
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he repeated, ^^are histories more or less 
veracious, which are told at the house of 
the marquise, because madame la marquise is 
like me; she believes in such histories. I 
don't mind others being less credulous ; but 
when I have seen with mj own eyes and 
affirm that I have seen — " 

" Chevalier/' interrupted Champeaux, "you 
have not affirmed anything at all." 

Koisy had turned the head of his horse to- 
wards the shady walk. 

"You recollect,'* he asked, lowering his 
voice, in spite of himself, "that beautiful 
young girl whose name was Laurence, and 
who was the youngest sister of the marquise?" 

" She who was to have married M. Gabriel 
de Feuillans ?" said Brocard. " Certainly I 
remember her.'' 

" Last year," continued the Chevalier de 
Noisy, " I came here early one morning to 
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meet M. Saint Juli^i, who had called me Le 
Sec. T had not slept all night, not because I 
was afraid, but because I was seriously an-* 
nojed at being obliged, from time to time, to 
run a sabre through some honest young 
fellow, through that stale joke of Noisy le Sec. 
I was before the time, and it was not yet 
light when I reached the Bois all by myself^ 
so I walked up and down to pass the time 
away. When I arrived at the place where we 
are now I heard a horse trotting along the 
path you see there. The dawn was banning 
to break, and I saw a horse's head come from 
the shade, and then an amazone, whose fiAce 
was concealed by a thick veiL 

^^I should say,'' here interrupted the 
x^hevalier, ^^ that I had been, like a good many 
others, madly in love with the beautiful 
Laurence, and that her unfortunate death had 
thrown me into a very low state. When the 

b2 
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horsewoman passed close to me her veil was 
raised, and I fancied that she bowed and 
smiled. I fell down on my knees in the 
middle of the avenue, for I had recognised 
« Laurence de Treguem." 

Ghampeaux and the baron both started. 

^' She had been dead more than six months/' 
continued Noisy, ^^and I took that as an 
omen. So I presented myself upon the ground 
feeling certain that I should remain there/' 

" Which did not prevent poor Saint Julien 
from going to the other world in your place,*' 
said Champeaux. ^^ They talk about that 
devil of a thrust to this day." 

^^ The fact of the apparition exists none the 
less," replied the chevalier, " I have not 
seen the three Freux, as they are called, nor 
the shade of Valerie ; bat since the affair is 
connected with the Treguems, there must be 
some truth in it." 
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As he uttered those two expressions, "the 

three Freux, the shade of Valerie/' which to 

us can have no very precise meaning, bnt 

which were connected with certain legends 

which were talked of in one of the most 

elegantsalonsin Paris, Champeanx exclaimed, 

half laughing, half surprised, 

" Pardteuf here are three personages from 
the other world, who may very well be the 
three Freux !" 
At the same instant, Brocard said : 
"Must not this be the impalpable Valerie?" 
A young lady, dressed in a black riding- 
habit, and riding a magnificent horse of the 
same colour, came down the shady path, 
crossed the avenue swift as an arrow, and 
disappeared along the bridle-path which our 
three companions had just quitted. Her fiwe 
was covered with a veil, and there was nobody 
attending her. 
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A cliuDsy fimcre^ of antique shape, came 
rolling heavily along the dusty avenue; it 
contained three men, whose immovable vis- 
ages had attracted the regard of Champeaux 
and drawn from him the above exclamation^ 

Eapid as the passage of the young girl had 
been, she had had time to exchange a sign of 
the head with the three men in the carriage. 
Then the latter drew down the dingy red 
blinds, and the heavy vehicle, which looked 
like a shut up box, rolled on. 

Our three friends exchanged looks, and the 
Chevalier de Noisy exclaimed ; 

^' It was she !'' 

*' Who's she?*' demanded at once Cham- 
peaux and Brocard. 

^* I tell you that these people are like no- 
body else in the world,'' muttered Noisy, in- 
stead of replying. 

And, as he spoke, he spurred his horse. 
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Behind the fiacre^ which looked like a 
strayed caterpillar in the midst of a swarm of 
gracefiil butterflies, for they were as light and 
brilliant as butterflies, those equipages skim- 
ming over the ground, at the swinging trot 
of their beautiful horses, and bounding lightly 
upon their supple springs as though proud of 
their loads of women and flowers — behind 
the Jiacre^ came an elegant open caUche^ 
which reaped on its passage an ample harvest 
of bows and smiles. It contained only a 
woman, very beautifiil, in truth, but who 
seemed to have already passed the limits of 
youth. Her caliche bore upon its panels a 
fantastic and mournful escutcheon, which we 
may thus explain : sable, with larmes de 
argent^ and was stamped with a comte's 
coronet. To judge by the attention which she 
excited, she must have been a lady d la mode. 
6he had a toilet, at once simple and remark- 
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able, and her fair hair, the most beautiful hair 
you could imagine, surrounded a pale face^ 
which wore a proud expression, though there 
were also visible some signs of fatigue, which 
might have spoken of suffering, but for the 
look of her large blue eyes, limpid and spark- 
ling as those of a young girl. This woman 
bore a strange name : the Comtesse Torquati. 

Upon the cushions by her side, reposed a 
book of prayers, with guilloched gold clasps. 

She responded smilingly to the bows and 
smUes which came from all sides. Our three 
horsemen, following the example of the others, 
made profound inclinations as she passed. At 
that moment, another caihche^ coming in the 
opposite direction, crossed the yi^ocre, and took 
the lower side of the avenue. 

This one also contained a single woman, a 

woman to whom everybody again eagerly 

.bowed.' Her name has already come under 
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otir pen; sbe was called the Marquise du 
Castellat. That about her which first struck 
the eye was a somewhat extravagant toilet, 
although not entirely overstepping the bounds 
of prudence, an efrnhtmpcint too decided, and 
pretensions suitable only for the age at which 
pretensions are tolerated, vague souvenirs of 
a beauty which had had its blossom and left 
for fruit a disagreeable superabundance of 
egotism. 

When the two caliches met, the regard of 
the beautiful blond rested calmly and coldly 
upon the Marquise, who turned away her 
eyes. 

Madame la Marquise did more : she began 
to caress a large dog, which lay upon the 
cushions beside her. 

By some clumsiness on the part of the 
driver, or some caprice of the restive horses, 
the ^acre was turned round, so as to stand 

D 5 
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right aoroBS the road. At the same time the 
eaJiche of the marqtdse had he^i obliged to 
back, and the two spirited horses of the Com- 
tesse Torquati dashing forward into the too 
narrow space which remained between the 
ecbli^he and the fiacre^ our three horsemen 
were jammed np right in the centre of the 
block. 

Horses and equipages were arriving each 
way, augmenting the crowd every moment ; 
the terrified m ar quise was already respiring the 
pungent odour from her flacon of salts, while 
the beautiful Comtesse Torquati remained 
leaning back upon the soft cushions, and 
seemed hardly to notice what was passing 
around her. 

There was a moment when her extended 
arm might have passed in through the door- 
way of the fiacre as far as the elbow. 

The red blind was raised a little, a hand 
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was placed on the door of the fiaore^ and a 
▼oice from the interior said : 

** To-night, the fifteenth of Angust !" 

" Did you observe that ?" said ChainpeauXi 
when the caliche^ disengaged from the hlock, 
dashed on over the sand of the avenae. ^^ The 
old fogies inside there are fortanate : the 
Comtesse made them a sign of the head like 
the charming horsewoman who came across the 
road just now, and I almost believe the three 
fine fellows in the Jlaore sent her some com- 
pliment under their ragged blind." 

** I am sure of it," replied Brocard ; " they 
are ambassadors in disguise, or princes riding 
incognito. Noisy mast have heard what they 
said, for he was between them and the com- 
xesse* 

The chevalier followed with a thoughtful 
eye the ealhche^ which was retreating in the 
inidBt oi a cloud of dust. 
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*^ I did not hear anything/' he replied, 

The circolation was re-established, and the 
strings of carriages on either side of the 
avenue, continued their course. 

" Bmijour^ St^phane !" exclaimed Brocard, 
making a bow with his hand to a handsome 
young man, who sat with remarkable ele- 
gance the finest horse there was in the 
Bois. 

He was one of those privileged dandies 
who know how to cure our fashion of their 
absurdities, one of those fortunate lads who 
bear their youth so bravely that the inven- 
tions of the tailor can take nothing from their 
native grace. His dress was pretty much the 
same as that of his colleagues, but he set off 
his clothes. You would have said, as he 
passed along, his light air waving in the breeze 
and a gay smile in his eyes and upon his lips, 
that he was the only, gentleman there in the 
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midst of a crowd of shop-keepers in their San- 
day clothes. 

He gave his hand to the Baron Brocard 
and the Chevalier Noisy ; then he bowed to 
M. de Champeanx, with whom he was not 
acquainted. 

" Gentlemen," he said, ** I want you to 
help me out of a great difficulty. It is very 
£Ettiguii)g to do a thing you are not used to^ 
and I was, for a wonder, engaged in reflecting 
profoundly." 

. "You, St^phanel" exclaimed Brocard^ 
with a laugh. 

"And what may you have been reflecting 
upon, darling of fortune?" demanded the 
Chevalier Noisy, in a firiendly tone. 

Champeaux was studying the riding-coat 
and vest of the new comer. 

"First of all, gentleman," continued 
St^phane, "have you seen the drama they 
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are representing at the new theatre at the 
Porte-Saint-Martin, and which is called 
Le Vampire f^ 

Everybody had seen Le Vav^tre. In 1820 
Le Vampire had a farioos success. 

When they had replied affirmatively to 
St^phane's question, he pat on a serious air, 
which became him extremely, as he cast an 
oblique glance towards the end of the 
avenue. 

iij chance the crowd was not so thick just 
at that moment. In the spot upon which the 
look of Stephane rested, there was a large 
space entirely clear, and across that space a 
man was advancing slowly on horseback, his 
head bent down, and his hand resting idly 
upon his hip. Behind this man rode a negro 
lackey, who, before he left his native country, 
must have been the i^liest blackamoor in all 
the coast of Guinea. 
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St^phane extended his hand towards dda 
pair. 

^^ Will you be good enoagh to look atten- 
tively at my illnstrious friend, Gabriel de 
Feuillans and his familiar spirit, Congo ?'^ 
said he, in a half jesting tone, under which 
could be observed a serious preoccupation. 

"We are looking at him," returned Brocard j 
"what then r 

"Don't you see anything extraordinary 
about him ?" 

"Nothing, except that he wears a black 
costume such as no person in France ever 
woere before him.'* 

"The fact is,'' added Noisy, "that this 
Gabriel de Feuillans is a wonderful fellow. 
They say he puts his cravat on ^ 2a dzable^ 
and without thinking about it; look at that 
bow, how classic t It is said that he never 
sends a coat back to his tailor to be re- 
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touched ; yet look at the cut I What style 
and what a fit! Brummel, who studied 
that sort of thing, was only a child to him." 

St^phane shook his light curls. 

^^ It is neither his cravat nor his coat that 
I ask you to look at, gentlemen," said he. 

"What then?" 

" I only wanted to know if you don't think 
like me that he resembles the Vampire at the 
Porte Saint Martin." 

The Baron Brocard burst out laughing, and 
Noisy, whom you dared not call the " Sec," 
under the penalty of receiving a ball through 
your head, or a sword thrust in your chest — 
even Noisy gave way to a shout of laughter. 

"If you don't think so," continued St^ 
phane, trying to laugh, " I am mad, there is 
no doubt of it. That devil of a Feuillans, 
with his negro, Congo, who is uglier than the 
seven capital sins, has produced upon me, for 
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some days past, an effect that is positively 
&Btastic. I can't prevent myself from liking 
him* He attracts me; he seduces me; he 
fiuscinates me. And yet there is some mys* 
terious voice within me which cries : ^ Take 
care I' " 

^^ Absolutely just as in the drama of the 
* Vampire/ " exclaimed Brocard. 

Noisy was no longer laughing, but his 
regard was fixed upon St^phane with curious 
interest. 

" Are you speaking seriously ?*' he asked. 

**Upon my honour/' replied the young 
man, whose charming face was slightly con« 
tracted. ^^ I try to make a jest of it, but I 
can't do if' 

Gabriel de Feuillans was slowly approach- 
ing, followed by his black ; and as St^phane 
looked towards him again, each of his com^^ 
panions saw him shudder. 
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^^ It's stronger than I am/' he added. ^^ i 
don't know why I like him ; but I know still 
less why I have this stupid idea that he is to 
be the death of me/' 

^^ Bah I" exclaimed Brocard. 

The chevalier interrupted him, and pro- 
nounced, in a low voice, as he pressed the 
hand of Stephane : 

^^I never laugh myself at things that I 
don't understand." 

Champeaux ogled the passers-by, and Bro- 
card whistled a stave of a popular tune. 

Noisy looked Stephane in the face, and said 
to him, lowering his voice still more : 

^* Take my advice, avoid Gabriel de Feuit- 
lans. And if one of those romantic adven^* 
tures into which young men are too often 
led presents itself in your way, take my 
advice again, and fly firom it." 

Stephane was in that frame of mind in 
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which one willingly Estens to a warning. As 
he was about to reply, he saw the Baron 
Brocard exchange a bow with some one who 
was passing on the other side of the way, and 
he turned round involuntarily. That some- 
one was Gabriel de Feuillans in person. 

It would have been very difficult to have 
tc4d the precise age of M- de Feuillans, either 
by his face or his figure. Those who admired 
in him only the elegance of his dress, showed 
themselves, in truth, very sparing of praise. 
He was handsome; his carriage had some- 
thing noble about it, he sat exceedingly well 
on horseback, and if you could not say that 
he was a young man, it was only on account 
of the firm and grave maturity which could 
be read upon his forehead ; his fair hair, 
already a little thin and of extreme firmness, 
fell in eurls lower than was in strict accord-* 
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ance with the fashion, his large temples had^ 
under the white skin, a sort of bluish tint, and 
a look of indiflFerence covered his profound 
and piercing regard. I do not know whether 
he really bore any resemblance to the vam- 
pire of the Port Saint Martin ; but stage vam- 
pires have generally wickedly sarcastic 
mouths, and that of M. de Feuillans presented 
only calm and pure lines. 

The Chevalier Noisy, who at that moment 
was examining him with attention, found in 
him another likeness. He was compariug hia 
features with those of the charming youngs 
man St^phane Gontier, whom he had just 
before called the darling of fortune; and,^ 
apart certain differences, greater slenderness 
and paleness with M. de Feuillans, greater 
sharpness in the bony outlines, and also more 
height in the general design of the face ; and 
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in St^phanei on the contrary, more grace, 
more harmony, and at the same time, greater 
physical energy, the Chevalier Noisy found 
namerous and striking affinities. 

M. de Feuillans came up to oar group and 
said, taking off his hat : 

*'' Gentlemen, I hope to have the pleasure 
of seeing you at the Marquise's to-night." 

Brocard and Noisy bowed, and St^phane 
turned away his eyes, 

M. de Feuillans passed on with a smile 
upon his lips ; but before he had completely 
left the group, his regard met that of St^phane, 
who had raised his eyes again as though in 
Bpite of himself. 

"J. ce soirT said M. de Feuillans, in a 
fiweet, and almost a caressing tone. 

St^phane redd^ied, and returned, in a low 
voice : 
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^^Ace 8oir /" 

M. de Noiftj maintained later that he had 
seen the thick lips of Congo open, and 
show from one side to the other of his double 
range of wolf-like teeth* 

However that might have been, at the- 
moment when Congo, following his inaster| 
was lost among the erowd, a rosj-faced lad 
whom J on might easily have taken for a girl 
in diftguise, came dashing out of the bridle- 
pith down which the horsewoman had dis- 
appeared some minutes before, and intrepidly 
traversed the crowd of equipages to overtake 
our four cavaliers. 

Noisy was about to inquire of St^phane if 
he had some particular rendezvous with M. 
de Feuillans for the evening. According to 
the response of the young man, the ehevalier 
felt himself in a good disposition to preachy 
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when the rosy gargon came and planted hun- 
self in front of our cavaliers, and held out to 
St^phane a tiny billet 

St^phane took the paper. 

The young groom smiled slyly, again 
crossed the avenue, and was lost among the 
trees. 
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CHAPTER III. 



THK G0MTES8E TOBQUATI. 



The Baron Brocard, because he belonged to 
Paris, and M. de Champeaux, because he 
<^ame from province, had the same thought 
a.nd the same smile. 

'' A piece of fortune,'^ they both exclaimed^ 
in the same breath. 

^^ That's something that will speak plainer 
than presentiments/' grumbled the Chevalier 
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^e Noisy; "it is just in tiis way that all 
disastrous adventures begin." 

St^phane had changed colour on opemng 
the note, and joy sparkled in his eyes. 

" Excuse me, gentlemen," he said, hastily* 

And, without waiting to say more, he 
spurred his horse, which bounded forward ; 
iind, three seconds afterwards, he had disap- 
peared round a turn in the drive. 

"Now, you must take pity upon me at 
last," said Champeaux. " I come from Nor- 
mandy, and the simplest things produce the 
same effect upon me as insoluble enigmas* 
Who is this Bt^phane, and who is this 
Feuillans?" 

Brocard and Noisy looked at each other as 
though they mutually wanted to shift on to 
«ach other's shoulders the task of replying to 
this double question. 

"Whoever they may be," said Cham- 

vou lU B 
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peaux, still Tinder the mflaenceof his admira^ 

tion, *'they have both deuced good figur-es/"* 

^^ To explain to 70a in detail who Feuillans 

is/' said the Chevalier de Noisy after a 

fiilence, " would take an interview of some 

hours ; and then you would not know all that 

is isaid about him in society. In brie^ 

Feuillans is a man of the first fashion, rich, 

as it appears, at present, and it is affirmed, 

expecting to receive a colossal fortune in a 

short time. It is not known exactly where 

he came from, but his company is much sought 

After. His name is one of those which are 

never disputed, because it sounds well in the 

ears of the pro&ne, and is one which adepts 

frankly plaee in the regions of £uicy. Some 

idle persons have taiken the trouble to build 

a romance upon the myfAery q£his existence. 

He has a star, it is said, like<j!osar and Na^ 

•poleon. Somewhere over there, in Britany, I 
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4on't know where , in the depths of some for- 
gotten canton, full of phantasmagorias and 
wild legends, he has built a palace fit for the 
occupation of 'the &iries. Around this 
palace he does not possess an inch of land, 
but he is waiting for this gigantic forttine 
i^ehich his star is to bequeath to him to 
purchase twenty square leagues of land — *' 

"Ts he out of hi=s mind?" asked Oham- 
j^eaux, y>pening hh eyes wide. 

" No, he certainly is not/' 

*' Is he a swindler ?" 

^* Never repeat that word, unless you want 
to be torn in pieces by the prettiest hands in 
Paris." 

"Then in what category— ?*' murmured 
Champeaux. 

^' He was thfe intimate firiend t)f ithe late 
Marquis de Oastellat, who was this ;fiiend of 
th^king. He was to have married Laurence 

B 2 
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de Treguem, who bore one of the first names 
in France, and was dame to the Dauphine. 
He is now going to many Olympe de 
Treguem, who is the queen of beauty of our 
Parisian saloons, and whom the will of M. du 
Castellat made one of the richest heiresses in 
the world. That is all that is known posi- 
tively ; nobody can tell you more than that.'* 

** But his personal fortune ?" 

" He is assured in the Gamphell Life for an 
enormous sum, and the assurance is arriving 
at its term." 

Champeaux puffed out his cheeks with an 
air which meant to say : 

*'Oh!i?^sfe/'' 

Then he demanded : 

" And St^phane T 

^^Ohl St^phaneT' exclaimed the Baron 
Brocard ; ^^ that's quite another thing. Since 
we were speaking just now of the Vampire, 
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and supposing that Fenillans is a bit of a 
Vampire, St^phane is the fair-complexioned 
youth, handsome as a girl's ideal, and pos<* 
sessed of an open and generous disposition, 
who comes in at the fifth act, and saves the 
victim on the brink of the precipice. He is 
killed very cruelly, this fair youth, two or 
three times, to fiilfil the necessities of the in- 
trigue, but he always revives, in order that 
virtue may be rewarded at the denoHment 
Daring the last sotrSe at the Marquise's, I saw 
the eyes of the beautifiil Olympe, the ^awc^e of 
Feuillans, fixed upon St^phane. 

*' Baron," interrupted Noisy le Sec, with 
gravity, ^' I don't know how it is that all 
your wit sounds &lse in my ears to-day. 
There is some menace hanging over this 
young man. I can't go so far as to say that 
I know it, but I feel it." 

*^ Well, chevalier, to please you, I will 



78 ISBAIQE DEAkD^ 

dose the flood-gates o£,mj wit St6phane iat 

a oharming lad, and I like him> as much a^ 

you do. I will conclude his history iu tiwo 

words then. It is some eighteen months 

since he arrived in Paris from Britany. He 

brought with him the pretty £eice you know^ 

and< three or four hundreds of louis in his^ 

purse^ a. letter of introduction which he 

brought with him,, gave him the entrance ta 

the H&tel du Castellat. I very well recollect 

seeing, him standing in one comer of the 

salon^. quiet and embarrassed, contemplating 

the lovely Olympe as the wise men of the^ 

east worshipped the stars of the firmament. 

One night, Olympe did not coma to the ball 

of the Marquise, her aunt — a thing which 

often happens; and, I may say in passing, 

this beautiful Olympe. is not the least striking 

of the mysteries of which the Hdtel du 

Castellat is full. Our St^phane,. deprived of 
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his stary vraat Up to the gamis^ table (they 
play for very' high stakes at the H6tel An 
Castellat), aud won, without at all expecting 
it^ I' don't know* what fabulous sum» 

m 

The next day^ the los^s deoaanded their 
revenge, which St^phane gallantly granted ; 
and he won twice as mwok as on the previouA 
day. And mind, there i& not a voice will 
dare to say that he is other? than the fairest 
player^ that is: to say the boldest and most 
extravagant' who ever touched the cards. It 
is resnarked i that he never plays except when 
Olympeas^not preeeint." 

^^ After the revenge match, he found himself 
in a splendid hdtel in the Champs Elysdea, 
with a well-filled stable, fifty thousand Ams 
in hh aecretatrOf a weU-ordered. household^ 
and the reputation of a little hero of romance, 
which/ gives Inm a. place apart in our fashion- 
able'. oirdle8>— there yon have it/' 
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The Baron Brocard uttered this last sentence 
bj wsij of a final point, and oar three cava- 
liers set off at a trot, bowing right and left,, 
inhaling the dust by mouthfuls, in short, 
diverting themselves like true gentlemen. 

It is certain that the ears of St^phane Gon-^ 
tier did not tingle while he was thus being 
talked about. Stephane had forgotten his 
three companions as completely as though he 
had not seen them for a century. He gal- 
loped like a madman up and down the ridea 
to cool his burning forehead, laughing to 
himself, and had great difficulty in restrain- 
ing the cries of joy which rose from his 
bosom. 

He still held in his hand the tiny billet^ 
which he had devoured at a single glance. 

The billet said : 

*^ I have returned. I shall go this evening 
on foot to the Bue du Bouloy. Wait for me 
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About eight o'clock in the Cour des Fontaines ; 
1 must speak to you." 

Under the light and charming writing, there 
was the name of Valerie. 

And Stephane galloped on, pressing the silkj 
paper against his lips, laughing and crying, 
child that he was, and interrogating his 
watch every minute to hasten the flight of 
time. 

Since Champeaux was in train to interro- 
gate, he might, one would have thought, have 
asked who was that beautiful comtesse who 
bore an Italian name, but whose hair had 
certainly not taken its golden lustre beneath 
the ardent sun of Italy. 

It was still something to be learnt, and the 
Comtesse Torquati was at least as well worth 
asking about as M. de Feuillans or little Ste- 
phane. 

Her caliche dontinued to follow the route 

£ 5 
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of Bagatelle. She made quite a sensatioa; 
everywhere, on her passage, you saw the 
women whisper ; and if some provincial, 
more curious than Champeaux, inquired the 
history of this beautiful lady, proudly adorned 
in her simph'city, the response was always the 
same, 

Thfiy said to the provincial— 

" She is the sister-in-law of Madame du 
Castellat, and the widow of the last Treguem ; 
she. was married the second time to the Comte 

« 

Torquati/^ 

*^ And the Comte^ Torquati ?'' 

" Nobody has ever seen him.'* 

The gazer then observed the black horses, 
and the dismal coat^-of-arms which was painted 
upon, the pajiels of the caliche. He remarked 
also that the la^y had a bl^ck ceinture over 
her white dress, and a jet collar, which con.- 
^aat^d wi|ib> the di^z^zlibg. whijtejDe^s of her 
neck« 



AinidsA all thia elegance and brilliancy, 
there was visible a slight appearance of 

The Comtesse Torquati seemed not to pay 
mneh heed to. the attention of which sheilas 
the* object ; she allowed herself to move 
nonchalmte and graceful with the motions of 
the equipage; her eyea^were half closed, and 
there: wb& a^ though tlnlr look upon her fine 
fombead* 

At the^ moment when the horses were cross* 
ing the spot- whtreaeyeraj.ro^s me^, a young 
g^oom, goodrloobingas a woman, whom we 
easily recognise as the. same we have already 
seen deliver^ anothei! message, came running 
towards- heir, and said-^r- 

*^ She is waiting for you before the fosses of 
tike MuettQ.'' 

The Oomrtesse. Torquati spmng upright on 
her cushions, and her large^Qyea sparkled aa 
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she thanked the lad with a motion of her 
head. 

'* To the Muette ; gallop I" she said hastily 
to the coachman* 

The two black horses, touched by the whip, 
bounded forward, leaving the dust behind 
them in a long cloud along the drive, and 
the gazers had to find something else to 
look at, for the equipage of the Comtesse 
Torquati was soon no more than an indistinct 
spot in the perspective of the avenue. 

It is well known that Parisian fashion 
never adopts more than a small comer at one 
time in the places which are devoted to 
pleasure. At the Tuilleries the AU^e des 
Grangers is thronged while the magnificent 
bosquets are deserted. The Bois de Boulogne 
is much larger than the Tuilleries ; there the 
world of fashion keeps itself within even 
narrower limits. 
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In 1820 the A116e de Longchamps bounded 
the empire of fashion, and nobody ever 
wandered to the Bouth-west of the bois, be- 
cause everybody knew that there they could 
promenade at their ease. The Muette was 
soon to have its reign ; but for the time it 
was as much separated from the spot favoured 
by the mode as Fezenas or Quimper-Corentin. 

If the beautifrd Comtesse Torquati had a 
fancy for wandering towards these outlandish 
latitudes, the crowd could not follow in her 
track. At the end of ten minutes the caliche 
of- the Comtesse rolled over the gravel of a 
deserted drive. Without leaving the Boig 
de Boulogne, she was twenty leagues from 
Paris. 

Through the slight foliage of the acacias 
she could see those rich clusters of flowers 
which border the fosses of the Muette. 

A young lady dressed in a riding-habit, 
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whom. we< shall; have no difEioaltj in/reioognia* 
ingf galloped across tbe gceen sward, waving 
a Handkerchief which- she held in her hand^ 
and entered the shade of iJie cluster of trees 
situated to the left of the enclosure of the 
Mnette. 

Tha Comtesse ordered the carriage to atxxp^ 
and. got down. 

The footman inquired if he should follow 
Madame la Oomtasse^ and was/ answered 
no. 

The Comtefl^e hastened towards the fosses^ 
stopping for an instant to admire the flowery 
tufts, and then crossing the green with slow 
steps,, entered the clump of trees in which 
the young lady had disappeared. 

The moment) after they might have been 
seen: together, the Comtesse and. the young 
girl, upon the green grass at. the foot of a 
large tiree. Thei Comtesse wa^^ sitting . down ; 
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the, young li^dy wm kneeliag before her, 
holding up her smiling faee to her kisses^ 

'* Olympel Olympel*' said the Comte^se, 
in a voice which trembled with emQtiQj:^ 
"how I love you, and how long. the hours 
have seemed during your absence." 

The young girl had thrown back the veil 
wbiqh had before covered her fiace, aad now 
showed the exquisite beauty of her features^ 
She appeared to be hardly twenty ; she was 
dark, and the deep blue of he^ eyes seemed 
black when the half closed lids shaded them 
with their long lashes#. 

She was pale, and perhaps a little more 
serious than is usual at. her age;, but^ under 
the slight melancholy of hei: cojwtenance, it 
could be seen that joy was nat dead. You 
could detect traees of the, vivacity of youth, 
ai^4 could imagiuQ tlwtt the least 9hQck might 
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light up flashes in the enchanting languor of 
her regards. 

She held the two hands of the Comtesse 
pressed against her lips. 

" Look at me, that I may see how beauti- 
ful you are/' murmured the latter, with tears 
in her eyes. "God has not willed that I 
should feel the joys of a mother; I, who live 
but for my children I" 

" If you could see him," said the young 
girl, yielding happily to these caresses, " you 
would not accuse heaven." 

" That is true. You have just come from 
Bretagne ; you have seen him. Tell me 
about him at once ; is he beautiful ?" 

" He is like you.' 

" Is he good ? 

^* I say he is like you ; he has your face 
and your heart. He is good, simple, and 
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frank ; he is brave as a lion if he sees an 
enemy before him, and the rustling of my 
dress makes him tremble at night; so many 
superstitions terrors have hovered over his 
cradle. He has so often heard the voices 
speaking under the Tour-de-Kervoz I" 

"Will he be strong enough to bear his 
feither's name?" 

Olympe smiled. 

" To-day/' she replied, " he is only a poor 
little peasant ; to-morrow, if you all wished 
it, he might be a chevalier/' 

The Gomtesse rose, and placing her two 
hands upon the shoulders of the young girl, 
looked in her face. 

"But you speak to me about him," she 
said, "as though there were no doubt or 
mystery. Are you quite sure that you 
know r 
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"I am sure of' it,'^ said' Olympe, caadngn 
down^ her eyes. 

'*And the other?'*' murmured the Com« 
tessei 

J^ rosy tint> came to the lovely cheeks of 
Olympe. 

** The other is- handsome/' she said, lower- 
ing her voice ; ** and he is brave and good; 
You told me, mother, to passively obey the 
ordeo'S of the Comte^ and I have done as you 
wished ; but if the Comte ordered me to. be 
the enemy of St^phane, mother, I must di^ 
obey him/' 

The eyes of the Comtesse and those of the 
young girl encountered ; the young girl did 
not look down again, but her eyes shone with 
a soft but indomitable firmness. 

A word came to the lips of l^e Comtessey 
but she did not utter it. 
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^^ ©lympe/^ she aaic^ turning the convemsir 
tion,^the comtey the diamond merchant, and) 
the doctor, are all three in Pari&" 

^ I have seen them, mothers" 

"In the >icre?" 

^ In the JJacre." 

"Were they over thereat the same time 
you were there ?' 

" Yes ; then they went to Germany, some-* 
where near to Cologne/* 

" And what have > yon been doing during 
all the time that I have not seen you?" 

" I have been obeying orders. On quit*' 
ting Eedon, I found, as had been announced 
to me, the Commander Malo, waiting for 
me upon the moor; and he conducted me 
to- the house of an old woman named 
Marion Lecuyer. When he told her my 
name, she hissed^: my two hands and wept. 
But her intelligence, weakened . by suffering^ 
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betrayed her good wiD) and I coold leam 
nothing from her, exeept that she had in the 
course of her life haid the honour to be the god^ 
mother of a Tr^nenu While I was talldng 
to her, the Commander Malo whispered in 
my ear — ^^Make haste, for yon will never 
Bee her again the Teil is there ! '' 

^ The yeU I '' repeated the Comtesse, with 
a shudder; ^and the old woman died, did she 
not?'' 

'^ She died before the next morning/' 

The Cyomtesse passed the back of her hand 
across her brow. 

** Marion Lecuyer," she murmured, '' waa 
the elder sister of a man who loved us well.*^ 

^* Bolaud Montfort,*' interrupted Olympe. 

The Comtesse looked at her in astonish-^ 
meat. ^ 

^^ I thought I had never spoken to you of 
that/' she said. 
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" This Roland Montfort/' continued Olympe^ 
seeming to follow the course of her thoughts, 
^^ was accused of committing murder, on the 
night of August the 15th, 1800. I am 
searching for him ; and if he has not rendered 
up his soul to God, I shall find him." 

^' But he was innocent ! " exclaimed the 
Oomtesse, who mistook the sense in which 
these words were spoken. 

" Was he nothing more than innocent ? " 
pronounced the young lady, in a low voice. 
^^ Great families should be grateful ; I think 
you must remember all that Eoland Monfort 
hag done for the Treguems.'' 

The Comtesse remained silent for a mo- 
ment, then she replied, casting down her eyes : 

" I do remember it, my girL" 

"My darling mother,*' exclaimed Olympe 
covering her hands with kisses, " I love you 
with my whole heart, and it is that which 



reconciles me to my lot in life. 1 know bow 
good and pidusyoa tare; and I: know that jon 
wmh to AtBsni between me and evil. But 
have you not a bandage over your eyes, dear 
Mother ? Do you know the designs of those 
men in whose hands you have placed me as 
«, docile instrument, mother?'' 

A shade passed over the brow of the com^- 
tesse. 

" The ways of God are hidden, child^" she 
.murmured ; " there are men charged by Fro^ 
^idenee to execute the decrees of justice." 

Oljrmpe shook her head. 

"When Roland Montfort was aecused of 
murder," she s^d, "l^ere was a youogi ad- 
vocate who genenouftly defended him, when 
all the world had abandoned him. That 'ad- 
vocate is getting^old now, but he istill remem- 
bers having once sworn that he would sound 
the bottom of this mysterybefore lie died*" 
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"lOhl" sdid the ^omteHBo; '*tafce foare, 
Olympe, my poor t^hild! You also are 
thirsting to know ! You also want to sound 
the bottom of the mystery 1 " 

" That is true, I do want to sound it/' re- 
turned Olympe. 

*'And to arrive at that end, my girl, 
-would you make yourself the auxiliary of Jthe 
enemies of those to whom you owe all love 
^nd respcot ? " 

" M. Privat has no hatred for anything but 
falsdiood and crime,' ^ said Olympe, instead 
of replying. 

" Then you have seen him. also ? " 
- ^* Yes, Mother/' 

" Have you spoken to him ? " 

" Often, and for. a long lulte." 

*' Tak« care ? " repeated the Gom/tesse, who 
>had become pale; ^' words sometime strike 
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as mortally as the sword, and who knows 
where your blows may fell 1 " 

Olympe looked as though she wished to 
penetrate the depths of her mother's heart. 

"The Comte Torquati is not my father, is 
he ?" she inquired abruptly. 

" No/' replied the Comtesse after a silence. 

Then she added, leaning her head upon her 
hands: 

'' The child who really loves her mother 
never doubts her thus." 

Olympe threw herself upon her neck and 
burst into tears. 

For some minutes there was nothing but 
tears and caresses ; then the Comtesse con- 
tinued : 

" And the register of births ?" 

" I went by night into Orlan Church," re- 
plied Olympe, " and looked over the register 
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of births. At the date of the 16th of August, 
1800, there was a page torn out/' 

The Comtesse clasped her hands upon her 
bosom. 

"At the Mairie," pursued Olympe, "the 
only birth entered in the register on the 16th 
of August, in the same year is that of 
St^phane-Marie-Gabriel Gontier, father and 
mother unknown." 

The Comtesse made a gesture of im- 
patience. 

" What has he to do with us I" she said. 
" I have been told about the page being torn 
out before. Douairi^re le Brec must be very 
old, and repentance sometimes comes with 
age. If you had questioned her — '' 

"I have questioned Douairi^re le Brec. 
She will never repent because she does not 
believe in God. But it is not Douairiere le 
Brec whom I accuse, mother. At that time 
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there was at the. presbyt^re of Orlfim, a 
man — " 

^^ Grabriel I-' interrupted the Comtesse. 

" Gabriel I" repeated Olympe, with a flash 
of her eyes, "Gkibriel whom your friends 
surround with a mysterious protection, Gabriel 
from whose path they clear all obstacles^ 
Gabriel — M. de Feuillans ! to whom I shall 
very soon perhaps, be called upon to give my 
hand, if not my heart I" 

The Comtesse placed her beautiful hand 
over Olympe's mouth and rendered^ her 
dumb. 

*^ Still rebellious,'* she said, trying to smile^ 
^^ would you do nothing for the hope of seeing 
the revival of the glory of your forefathers ? 
Can you not close your eyes and allow your- 
self to be guided by those who love you ? 
Just now, you said, and that weighs upon my 
heartj Oly mpe : ^ If they ordered me to be 



THRIOE DBAD^ 99 

^e enemy of St^phaney I should disobej. 
But, my child, if they answered : ' you must 
chx^ose' between; this Stephane and yolir 
brother T *' 

*' Why should I choose ? They know each 
other and k>ye each other with all their 
hearts." 

" Answer me I If they were to i^y that ?* 

" I should reply : ' I will not choose^ " 

" You would make that answer to the Com te 
Torquati?" 

" Certainly, mother:" 

" And to me, if I were to say the same thing 
to you, what would you answer ?'* 

The lips of Olympe half opened but she 
did not speak. She held down her head 
and hid her ]^lovely face in he# moth er's 
btwsorn^ 

^^ Well T persisted the latter^ sadly fondling 

»2 
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the dark locks which were scattered over the 
young girl's forehead. 

"If you told me to die/' Mtered Olympe, 
" I would ask for your last kiss and I would 
die." 

*' She loves him!" thought the Comtesse. 

Suddenly Olympe raised her head. 

" It is late," she said, " and I have to dress 
for thejke at the Marquise's. Have you nothing 
more to abk me, mother ?" 

" Nothing," replied the Comtesse. " I 
know all. Au revoir^ Olympe, love me and * 
think of me." 

Olympe held her forehead to her mother's 
lips, and while the latter gave her a long kiss, 
she said : 

" If you have nothing further to ask me, I 
have something more to tell you; mother, 
prepare to be happy, he whom you love best 
oi anyone ia the world is near you.'' 
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*' He whom I love best in the world/^ re- 
peated the Comtesse Torquati, trembling with 
emotion; "my son I my adored Tanne- 
guy I" 

**In a few hoars you will see hitn^ 
mother." 

Olympe escaped from the trembling arms 
of her mother, and a few minutes after was 
galloping along the road to Paris. 

The servants of the Comtesse Torquati 
exchanged glances, when they saw her return 
to the carriage pale [and still showing signs 
of emotion. 

As for Olympe, a quarter of an hour later, 
you might have found her in a charming little 
boudoir, with a roguish looking young girl 
unfastening the spencer of her riding habit. 
This pretty lass resembled, feature for feature^ 
the little groom who had delivered the tiny 
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billet to St^phane, and wlno ha<3 sent the 
Coiptesse Torquati to the fosses of the'Chlltf^aiii 
de la Muette. 

The habit was taken off, and the grac^ut 
jfigure of Olympe was enveloped in a dark 
coloured dress. She had certainly not spoken 
the truth when she bad spoken of dressing 
for the bajl. A ha,t, cove»red with a veil^ 
imprisoned heir black locks. 

** Vevette/' she said ; "in an how I shall 
return. Have everything ready, my flow^s^ 
my dress, and my trinkets; we shall ha^e 
]ust a quarter of an hour for my toilet." 

Vevetle shook her roguish head with a 
amdle. Olympe went out by a small door 
iwhich op^ed at the top of a flight of nanrow 
.and dark st^firs, passed across the beautifuil 
^wdeQ, wprtby to surround the palace of la 
-prince^ and Bom found herself all alone, under 
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the trees of the Champs EIjs^s, where it 
was beginning to grow dusk. 

A hackney-coach was standing at the cor- 
ner of the Avenue d'Antin, which Oljmpe 
entered as she said to the driyer : 

'* Eue du Bouloy I" 
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CHAPTER IV. 



ABBIVAL OF TANNEGUT IN PABIS. 



A DILIGENCE, small and of poor appearance^ 
entered, grazing the doorway, the yard of the 
Messageries de France, situated in the £ue 
du Bouloy. It was drawn by three horses^ 
streaming with perspiration and covered with 
dust, and was composed of two compartments. 
— ^the interior and the coupe. 
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The day was drawing to a close, bat the 
evening was intensely hot. 

While the three borses stood blowing as 
though they were half dead, upon the bare 
flags of the yard, the conductor descended 
from the inconvenient throne which he occu- 
pied under the awning, and reached the 
ground with a growl. 

** Upset twice !" said he to the employes 
who approached the vehicle. "This old 
waggon is bewitched, that's certain. I would 
rather beg my bread than get upon it again." 

The hostlers detached the horses, and the 
door of the coup^ and that of the interior 
opened at the same moment. 

From the door of the coup^ came out a 
personage whose costume bore some resem- 
blance to that of the monks of the Christian 
doctrine, and his face was so pale, long, and 
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gloomy, th»t tbe coacl^ixiaQ felt a sort of 
shudder at the sight of him, 

*^ When (One has such characters as that in 
the coach — '* 

He did not conclude, for a servant in livery 
sprang forward to meet the traveller. 

^^ Bonjour^ monsieur le commander,'* said 
he, 'With an eagerness in which respect and 
fear were equally mingled. *^ Madame la 
marqui&te -sent me here to attend you. Have 
you any luggage T 

He who was called the ccHumander, and 
who had received the ambassador of the 
comtesse very coldly, pointed with his finger 
to three enormous square caaes, which those 
wbiQ were ujiloadiug the coach had just placed 
upon >the ground. 

^' I don't ifcnow .whether wib can put tho9e 
in the seal^cAej^ objected ^e mr^mt* 
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A^iBec^'s a igentleman ^rho has more 'log* 
gage than 1 1" exelaimed a youthful and gay 
¥oice (froim the door >of the interior. 
, QSiart^ iTioiee ^belonged <to a tall youth, who 
was shaking his trayelling jacket Which was 
covered with dust, and respiring the open air 
with long {breathe* 

iAs fhifi eyes fell >iipon the .commander, he 
staiBted, and ifflood lopen-mouthed. 

'(^rCcnfound it V be said ^to 'himself, as bis 
eoimtenaiiee dost its gpod-humoured expres- 
skm; ^Sare ihoae iT^isions to follow me to 
the endiof'the world ?** 

fie tuimed toiv^iprds <the initerior of the dili- 
gence, from which a 'Weak and shrill voice 
could be heard saying: 

<^^ It's iddiciiiil!0U8, « step as high as this I — 
lend me a /hand a imoiivent, M. Tanneguy." 

Mm lEanneguy was our fine youth, just 
arrived from his matiye (village, where, it 
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appeared, he had had some lugabrious 
visions. 

Any person who had heard the sharp yoice 
coming from the interior would have said, 
for a certainty : " There is an old woman in 
there." 

But that person would have been deceived, 
both in the age and the sex. A small dry 
hand emerged from the interior and rested 
upon the strong and rounded hand of Tanne- 
guy; then came a peaked cap of maroon 
cloth; and under the cap was a face about 
the size of your hand, — bony, angular, ex- 
tremely red, and belonging to that class 
which popular humour characterizes by the 
name of "nut-cracker." 

The little man who was proprietor of this 
face descended with caution the two steps of 
the coach, and shook himself in a lively man-^ 
ner as he reached the ground. 
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The servants of the Messageries looked at 
him as they had looked at the supposed lay^ 
brother, and certainly the little man had 
something about him even more fantastical 
than the grave and meagre personage. 

According to the general opinion, the dili- 
gence could not have done otherwise than 
have upset twice — once for the man in the 
black soutaine, and once for the living gri- 
mace, grinning under the large peak of his capc 

A singular thing was, that the tall per- 
sonage of clans tral appearance, who was 
attended by the valets of the marquise with a 
caUche^ bowed first to the man with the 
peaked cap, and that the man with the 
peaked cap, whose mean dress was nearer to 
that of a rustic, merely returned a nod which 
was almost patronizing. 
. " You know that gentleman there ?" whis- 
pered Tanneguy in his ear. 
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** Y^a,** replied tlie little man ; ** I >know 
almost ^ei^enybody, move or less. But yoa 
^now thikt I am not fond of 'being questioned;'' 

A question was just then pressing to Tan- 
neguy's lips, but ihe was one of those brave 
lads Wibo would face ati army And yet are as 
bashful as young girls* Tanneguy did not 
dare. 

" After all, the yard of the Messageries lis 
f^lmosit in the country/' ihe said ito himself. 
" When I am once away from here, I shall be 
a bundred leagues from all my fietncies. The 
nights of Jfaiis, full of light and activity, con 
have no likeness to the gloomy nights among 
our moors, where so many ghosts are hover- 
ing upon the mists. , In eight days I shall 
hay e forgotten the Tour-de-KervoE, the Trou- 
de-la-Dette, and that old roupd chamber 
wbei'e I have nearly rgope out of my mind. 
I shall only think of (thattcelestiej viaio n ■ " 
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*^ Do you meaiji to sl^ep here?'' asked the 
simU voiee tof tb^ litUe man, which ^arous^d 
him rwith a fitart. 

For this tall Tanoeguy was very .apt t^ 
wander off into the land of dreams. 

Oil turning round, he saw close to Ms tra- 
velling companion, a person who stood im- 
mov%hle, and who^ at first sight, iq>peared to 
have his airms tightly folded across his chest. 
On looking more elosaly, he ohserved thf^t 
the man really had no anaei. A hook hung 
down before him at the-^nd of a strap, which 
was fastened over his mutilated shodlders. 

Tanueguy eouid ,not recollect ever having 
seen a more mournful face than that upon 
which he ¥^as then looking; ;it was like a 
block of sculptured granite. 

"Ohl oh!'' said Tmineguy, ^s(mie-oue 
waiting fcrr yo^ 'also ? I jam the Quly person 
<nobody comes to saeet" 
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The Commander went away, followed by 
tbe comtesse's valet, and three ostlers carry* 
ing his square boxes; a fourth ostler remained 
with the man with the peaked cap to get out 
bis box* 

"Is there anything for you, monsieur?" 
enquired the man of Tanneguy. 

Tanneguy raised the small bundle which 
he had upon the end of his stick, and the 
man went into the house whistling, 

" Give me a hand/' said the man with the 
peaked cap, without ceremony, pointing with 
one hand to his box and with the other to the 
man without arms ; " we will load my beast 
of burden." 

Tanneguy frowned, for the joke seemed to 
him cruel ; but the armless man lost not a 
particle of his impassibility. 

Tanneguy raised the box himself and 
placed it upon the hook, and the man 
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without amia immediately began to walk 
away. 

** Wait I" said the small traveller^ in a tone 
of military command. 

The mutilated man stopped short, with one 
foot raised, in the middle of a step. The 
little man took advantage of the pause to 
give his hand to our tall youth. 

"My young comrade," he said, "don*t 
trouble yourself about this honest mule, he has 
carried a good many other burdens. The arms 
are no longer there, and the head is a little 
gone, but the trunk is solid. Now we two 
must wish each other good night. I have 
recognized only one fault in you upon the 
road, which is that you ask too many ques- 
tions. In that way, you see, you learn 
nothing, because human nature delights in 
being contrary.'' 

" If 1 had not questioned you then," inter** 
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rapted Tanne^ay naively, '^^ yon would have 
told me the name of that young lady *' 

^^ Perhaps/' said i!he (tittle man, with a low 
chuckle. 

Tannegny joined iAs hands and fixed upon 
him a look of supplication so eloquent, that 
the little man, in order not to «how any wes^k- 
ness, turned away, and pulled down the peak 
of his cap. 

The mutilated <man took this for an order 
and took a step forwavd. 

^ Wmt I " <>rdered the slittle man .again. 

He /turned towards Tan<neguy a fixed and 
piercing looflk, and in that look, our Breton 
thought :he oould read an jexpression of regret. 

^lOomie,'' be exelaiin^ed in his passionate 
desire to know, ^ J will go all the way home 
with you, if you will rr* 

" That is not your way, my lad,^' inter- 
rupted the iman of the peaked <^ap. 



'**Do you know vffhete I am going then?** 
^fliked Tannegoy, in surpriae. 

" It 18 a long way from my quartier ito th^ 
A116e des Veuves/' pronounced the little 
man, smiling behind bis ^speotades* 

For we have forgotten to menition that 1^^ 
wore spectacles, round and as large las two 
tdx-livre pieces. 

Tanneguy recoiled, as he bad often done 
among the haunted moors lof his native plaoe^ 
on seeing in the ^moonlight Ithe dbaggy bead 
of a witch. 

The smile of the little man lost its expres- 
sion of raillery. 

** Have you known lihis M. St^phane long T* 
he asked. 

•^ Why, by my patron," excAaimed Tanne* 
guy, in an eoseatted tone, ^^have I told you 
that I know SC^pbane, then ?" 

M the name, thus iwice -^tteeed, .the muti* 
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lated man opened his eyes wide and drew a 
long breath. Instead of answerinj? Tanneguv% 
the little man continued, in a slow and grave 
voice, 

*' He liked you well enough to fulfil hia 
promise. But who amongst us can say : ^ The 
present hour belongs to me ?' St^phane was. 
handsome, strong, and rich " 

The armless man seemed to understand 
now ; at every word he gravely nodded hia 
head, in token of approbation. 

"You speak of him as though he were^ 
dead,*' stammered the young Breton, turning 
pale. 

" Dead I" repeated the mutilated man, like 
an echo. 

*' Hold your tongue !'* said the small man* 
Then he continued, without heeding the 
emotion which he had occasioned : 

** Douairi^re le Brec has given you a note ; 
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l^eep the words which Doaairidre le Brec has 
written as though they were very precious." 

In the midst of the profound bewilderment 
which he experienced (for each word of his 
interlocutor contained some new mystery), 
Tanneguy saw the regard of the little man 
suddenly turned towards the other ex- 
tremity of the yard. He followed it, and a 
loud cry almost escaped from his lips. 

He had perceived, though only for a single 
moment, an elegant and slender female form. 
That form was known to him, or he thought 
it was ; and he would have been ready to 
make good use of his fists upon any person 
who had dared to say that that form was not 
divine, marvellous, adorable, and in fact the 
most perfect that was to be found in the uni- 
verse. 

The young lady had passed round the 
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angle of the doorway akid disappeared intot 
the street before Tanaegay ooold see the fac6.r 

^^It is she!" he exclaimed, grasping the 
arm of his travelling companion.' 

The latter shragged his shoulders. 

^^ I tell yon that yon made a sign of intelli^ 
gence to her I" insisted the Breton, almost 
menacingly. 

*' Are you jealous of me?'' demanded the^ 
little man, raising his oap, as' though the 
better to show his ugly fece. 

Tanneguy had pulled him towarde t^he 
doorway, and was eagerly gazing along the( 
street. There were » number of persons 
passing along t/he pavements, but the divine 
fotm was nowhere visible.^ 

The mutilated man had followed them step 
by step ; he now advanced into the middle 
of the street to see further. A singular emo- 
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tion had replaced thef apathy whiteh had been' 
painted on his face a few seconds before. 

'' ValArie !" he murmured, in a soft and 
tender voice ; " La Morte I" 

" Valerie I" repeated our BretOBy who had 
heard nothing but the name. 

The mutilated man looked at him, and his 
eye-lids quivered. The little man placed 
himself between them and grasped Tanne^ 
guy's arm. 

** Valerie, so be it!" he grumbled; **you 
know the name — much good may it do 

you I'' 

Then he added, in a sharp and: sententious 
tone: 

" In Paris you rarely find what you seek, 
but you often find what you do not seek. 
Perhaps, before long^ you will call to mind 
what I say to you, comcade/' 

The Breton was na longer listening — *• 
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^^ Valerie I Valerie I*' both his head and his 
heart were full of that name. 

^^ Now that jou are not asking me/' con- 
tinued the man of the peaked cap, drawing 
himself up to be the better heard, ^^ I am 
going to tell you something. Mj name is 
M. Privat, recollect that. I am a briefless 
barrister, and I live in that six-story house in 
the Rue Saint Denis, opposite the Fontaine 
des Innocents. Above the garret there is a 
pigeon-house: the garrets and the pigeons 
belong to me. If you have need of advice 
(and you won't be long first), come and pay 
me a visit, comrade. You can see my pigeon- 
house a long way off. At any rate, we shall 
aneet each other again, perhaps sooner than 
we think." 

He lightly pressed Tanneguy's hand, and 
nudged his beast of burden, as he called the 
Armless man, saying : 
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" March 1'' 

Tanneguy remained resting upon^ his stick 
open-mouthed. For a moment he had the 
idea of starting off in pursuit of the companion 
of his journey ; but the little man disappeared 
round the angle of the Rue Ooquilli^re, and 
Tanneguy thought : 

^^ It would be in vain if I questioned him 
from now till to-morrow, he would tell me no 
more." 

Tanneguy did not know much of the world 
and had no pretension to the title of observer ; 
nevertheless, during the journey, he had learnt 
something of his companion. He had found 
him stubborn and contrary, good-humoured 
at certain times and under certain aspects, 
original moreover, original by nature, and also 
original by habit. 

Up to the age of twenty Tanneguy had 
never lost sight of the loop-holed and ivy-- 
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clad tower of CMteau le Brec, where he had 
been brought pp by an old woman named 
Douairi^re le Brec, who was his grandmother. 
There had not been, properly speaking, any 
mystery in his life, bat around his life all 
sorts of mysteries had been passing. Since 
the age of reason had opened his eyes he 
could not count the terrible, or perhaps only 
inexplicable things which constantly seemed 
to raise him out of the real world, and make 
a phantasmagoria of ioB existence. 

After a single look at this handsome 
Tanneguy, with his long, black, clustering 
hair, his dark blue eyes full of softness and 
fire, you might have taken an oath that he 
was brave. And in truth, if he had a stout 
stick or a sword in his hand, Tanneguy Reared 
for no living soul. But at night, when he 
was all alone, the tall Tanneguy very often 
iiad a cold sweat come over him, and his pale 
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lips trembled in spite of himself, at the 
thought of what he had seen upon the moor 
^t Orlan, by the pale moonlight* 

M. Privat, with his round spectacles and 
his peaked cap, had nothing about him which 
•could very precisely recall the terrible poetry 
of the Breton nights, and yet Tanneguy had 
felt himself tremble on seeing him, as though 
the little man had brought with him into the 
diligence which was going to Paris, all the 
paraphernalia of Armoricaine superstition. 

M« Privat had not said a single word which 
had the most distant connection with the 
things of the other world, yet the heart of 
Tanneguy had experienced that oppression 
which had been in the habit of resting upop 
it when he had seen the pale rays of the 
moon shining through the crevices of the 
Tour-de-Kervoz* 

7he little man with the p/eaked cap had 
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taken his place inside the diligence about 
half way between Britanj and Paris. 
Tanneguy did not know him; but the vague 
terrors of his youth, from which he was fly- 
ing and which he had already succeeded in 
forgetting in a new atmosphere, now once 
more made his flesh creep. When this un- 
known arrived it seemed as though his native 
village had entered the coach in his person. 
The mere sight of him made Tanneguy fancy 
that he could hear the moaning of the wind 
tipon the moors and see the witches dancing 
round the Pierres Plant^ea, and the Treguem 
meadows once more came before his eye9 
with their willows, under which he had once 
seen three black men stalking along in the 
darkness, under whose feet the earth had 
seemed to open. 

Why was this? Because at the moment 
when M. Privat closed the door of the dili-^ 
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gence, the face of a young girl had come lu 
sight. Among all the terrible visions which 
darkened Tanneguy's memory, he had one 
visioti which was radiant and very dear. The 
young girl had appeared only for a moment, 
but that moment was sufficient to make the 
heart of our young Breton beat as though it 
would leap from his bosom. 

This delightful vision also belonged to his 
native place ; for him she had no name, but 
the good people of Orlan called her La Morte. 

The young girl gave her hand to M. Privat, 
and uttered only four words; but a strange 
event had stamped those four words in letters 
of fire upon the memory of Tanneguy. 

Those four words evoked within him a 
whole world of terrors. 

And yet they were very simple. As she 
touched the hand of M. Privat, the young 
girl had said : 
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*^ The fifteenth of August I'' 

This took place some leagues from the town 
of Laval. At that time it took two long days 
to travel from Laval to Paris. 

During these forty-eight hours, Tanneguy 
had questioned in vain ; he could not obtain 
from M. Privat either the name of the young 
girl or the mysterious meaning of the date. 

Now, the name had by chance escaped the 
lips of the poor being who had no arms, and 
whom M. Privat called his mule; but the 
date? 

Tanneguy remained three good minutes,^ 
planted like a post before the door of the 
Messageries, looking at the comer of the Bue 
Coquillifere. 

At the end of three minutes, a dandy ran 
against him, and Tanneguy, rousing himself, 
earnestly asked his pardon. The dandy osten- 
sibly dusted his sleeve, as though the contact 
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of our young lad had soiled his coat ; then, 
seeing that the other was not angry, the fop 
began to feel war-like, and made an insulting 
gesture as he muttered the word '* rustic." 

Even this did not make Tanneguy lose his 
temper, but he coolly put the dandy in the 
gutter ; after which he walked on down the 
Eue du Bouloy with a swaggering air. 

From that moment, he began to feel at 
home, and he was really delighted at the 
appearance of the Palais Royal. 

By this time, the fogs of Britany were en- 
tirely dissipated. How was it possible to 
retain gloomy thoughts amidst those dazzling 
lights which shone upon], so much gold, so 
many joyous people, so many flowers, and so 
many smiles? 

^* Oh !'* said he, gazing around him wonder- 
^S^Jj ^^ I have seen a good many candles at 
the midnight masses in Orlan church ; but 
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there were not half so many as there are here^ 
I amsnre I Hurrah I this is a good beginning. 
This is what I call amasement I" 

He put his hat on one side, without giving 
himself any trouble about the people who 
were staring at him, and plunged into the- 
thickest of the crowd with which the gaU 
leries were thronged. 
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CHAPTER V. 



TEE FIFTEENTH OF AUGUST — ^THB ALL^ DES VEUVES. 



The excited and clamorous crowd were moving 
to and fro in the garden and along the open 
corridors. It was then the reign of the Palais 
Rojal, an immense laboratory in which exor- 
bitant cupidity heated the Parisian vices to 
white heat, in order to extract gold from 
them. It was not necessary to come straight 
from the moors of Morbihan, like our Tanne- 
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guy, to be dazzled by the aspect of this temple 
of easy and volaptuoas pleasures and coarse 
intoxications. 

The Palais Royal was the unique marvel of 
the world. At that inexhaustible fountain^ 
all parts of the imiverse, including Garpentras 
and Pontoise, came to drink poisons without 
ever being able to quench their thirst. 

Now that the Palais-Boyal is defunct and 
that ennui, like a dead sea, rests over its 
abandoned lupanars, the present generation 
is tempted to place in the rank of faibles the 
glittering qpcp4e of those oi^ies ; we cannot 
believe that such extravagant debauches 
could have existed, we stand horrified b^re 
such unbounded license. But under those 
dull cloisters, into which the provincial some- 
times wanders^ inhaling the odour of re- 
stauraats at forty ^oua, you may still en- 
Gouftter mme old vaiBideYflliske^ wi invalid of 
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the ware of the cellar, ivhose idiotic and at i;h6 
«ame time glietemng eye retains a reflex of 
those joys. 

And fiirtiieT on, cinder the perislyle, where 
the rays of the sun never penetrate, some 
^end of the past has a collection of lewd 
-prints hidden away. In the good old times 
•such prints were sold openly 1 

Tanneguy, however, with laughing eyes 
and half-open mouth, only saw in all this 
Imlliantly-dressed young women, laughing 
and singing under the illumined trees. His 
ignorance concealed from him the hideous 
reverse of the medal* He walked up and 
down, heartily admiring everything, and 
never suspecting that there was the least 
harm in thk exciting scene. 

Tanneguy was neacr twenty years of age ; 
he was not quite sure whether the old mis- 
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tress of Ch&tean-le-Brec, dry and rigid in her 
nun's cap, was really his grandmother. At 
the bonrg of Orleans the villagers called him 
sometimes Tannegny le Brec, sometimes the 
petit Monsteur. Why this last name if he 
was the son of a farmer ? He had not been 
backward in asking questions upon the sub* 
ject, but the good people of the bourg of 
Orlan knew very little more aboat him than 
he knew himself. 

Douairiire le Brec, moreover, was not 
like one villager in a dozen ; she wore silk 
and fine merino dresses, and Tanneguy himself 
had never been clothed like the companions of 
his youth. Certainly, in the midst of the 
Palais-Boy al, surrounded by exquisites, decked 
out in their gewgaws, their fingers thrust into 
the pockets of their pantaloons, their hair 
frizzled, their whiskers curled, and enormoua 
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eye-glasses suspended round their neck, Tan- 
negny could not pass for a fashionable ; but 
that was so much the better for him. 

He had loose brown-holland pantaloons^ 
with well-laced gaiters to match; a velvet 
jacket, fitting close to his graceful and robust 
figure ; a blue cashmere cravat, embroidered 
at the ends, over which fell his white turn- 
down linen collar; and a wide-brimmed 
straw hat placed on one side of his fine head 
of hair. And I assure you that that costume 
worn by Tanneguy was quite equal to the 
toilets of the gaudy fops by whom he was 
surrounded. 

The largest mirror at the Gh&teau-le-Brec 
was not more than half a foot square, Tan- 
neguy therefore stopped before one of the 
glasses which decorated the fi^nt of the ca^ 
de Yalois, and was pleased to look at himself 
thus, fi*om head to foot. He found that he 
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was a good height and well built, and be 
held up his head with a feeling of pride, as 
for the first time he applied to himself the 
words which he had several times heard 
whispered close to him during the last ten 
minutes : 

** My dear, what a handsome young man V* 

l?lthout the hospitable glass which had 
placed him on such good terms with himself 
he would never have thought of taking to 
himself iJhose flattering exclamations. 

Since he had taken them to himself his 
modesty was aroused, and m his nawe em- 
barrassment, he did not dare again to look in 
the glass which made him appear so hand- 
some, or at the young damsels covered with 
diamonds and pearls who had the good taste 
to admire him. 

He thought — "What would they say if they 
saw my brother St^hane ?" 
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He continued his walk with his eyes 
pensively cast down, for the name of St^phane 
had tamed the current of his thoughts ; it was 
the best and dearest of his recollections. 

When Tanneguy turned his thoughts to- 
wards his sad childhood, mingled, as it was, 
with fantastic terrors, he found nothing bright 
or pleasant for them to rest upon, except two 
rosy faces crowned with fetir locks of hair : 
the frank and friendly fsLce of St^phane, who 
had said adieu to him one day, calling him 
his brother, and the sweet face of Marcelle. 

Alas I Marcelle I Tanneguy felt a weight 
upon his heart as he ihouglit of lliat poor girl. 
As he was taking his departure Marcelle had 
whispered in his ear : " If you loved toe, Tan- 
neguy, you would not go so far away from 

mre." 

And Tanneguy bad kissed her with tears m 
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his eyes ; but he had left her all alone in the 
road nevertheless. 

Tannery would never have done that be* 
fore he had seen the vision which had so 
turned his head — that beaatifhl, that mys- 
terioas young girl whose name he had only 
just now learned, Valerie. 

Poor Marcelle I 

St^phane, on the contrary, was a bright 
and joyous souvenir^ without any mixture of 
remorse or melancholy. St^phane was, like 
Tanneguy, an orphan ; he had been brought 
up at Guillaume F^ru's mill, and was liked 
by everybody in the village. 

There is some mysterious attraction which 
draws those who have no relations towards 
Paris. At times St^phane had received a little 
money from some unknown hand ; and one 
fine morning he set out for Paris. 
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*'If I make my fortune/* said lie to liis 
friend Tanneguy, *' you shall be rich." 

Now, some months after, Tanneguy had re- 
ceived a letter from St^phane — a letter con- 
taining these words: — 

^^ I am rich at last ; come and live with 
me ; I don't want to enjoy it all by myself." 

And behold, when he received this letter^ 
Tanneguy was just about to pack up his little 
bundle to leave ChatSau-le-Brec, because a 
strange piece of folly had taken possession of 
his brain. 

All who have travelled through a marshy 
country during a spring night know that 
Will-o'-the-Wisps are spirits. You may be 
as sober and as cool as you like, when the 
Will-o'-the-Wisp appears in the distance, 
among the leaves, you must run after it — you 
must follow. You may resist ; but the spirit 
leads you on and on against your will. Far 
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out of the beaten road, through the wet grass, 
through mud and water, you go, fiuster and 
faster, but never getting a yard nearer to the 
object of pursuit. 

Tanneguy was packing up his bundle to 
follow that other Will-o'-the-Wisp which leads 
young hearts astray. Tanneguy had seen 
Valerie, the young girl whom the simple folks 
of Orlan called La Morte^ with her angelic 
face pale and lovely as a marble statue. 

More than once the moon-beams had shown 
him, under the drooping willows which 
bordered the road to the manor-house of Tre- 
guern, an aerial form in a white dress, <vhich 
almost seemed to float upon the breeze. 

Then Orlan had become a desert for Tan- 
neguy because the celestial figure had sud- 
denly disappeared. 

So Tanneguy was packing his bundle — 
foolish boy that he was — to travel through 
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the world, like the knights of the middle ages^ 
in search of his lady love. 

Douairifere le Brec had said to him : " If 
you like to remain here, yon can remain ; if 
you want to go, go." 

All the twenty years that he had lived with 
her Tanneguy had never once seen a smile 
upon the impassable visage of the old 
woman. 

He called her grandmother, and yet when 
he searched the bottom of his heart, he could 
not find there a particle of filial love. Tie 
60 young, so good, so susceptible of affec- 
lion I 

At his departure, when the people of the 
^rm came to bid him adieu, Douairi^re le 
Brec harshly drove them away, and as 
Marcelle cried she threatened her with her 
Btiok« 

'^Why are you all so fond of him?" she 
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exclaimed. *' Which of you will weep when I 
dier 

When she was left alone with Tanneguy 
she put ten pieces of gold into his hand and 
a sealed letter, which bore the address of the. 
Marquise du Castellat, in the All^e des 
Veuves, at Paris. 

" If you should return I shall not send you 
away," she said, as she pointed to the door; 
"if you don't come back, so much the 
better." 

That was all that passed, and Tanneguy 
set out with his small bundle upon the end of 
his stick. He only looked back once, in the 
middle of the moor, to see the Tour»de- 
Kervoz for the last time, as its rugged battle- 
ments towered up above the tall willows. 
He felt a sinking at his heart, and tears came 
into his eyes as he waved his hand to Marcelle 
who was standing in the distance looking 
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«,fter him. Then he strode along with deter- 
mined steps, giving his long locks of hair to 
the wind, as though to greet the boundless 
road and the unknown future. Adieu, Mar- 
oelle 1 

His heart cried : " You are on her tracks 
You will find her — the other — the Will-o'- 
the-Wisp." 

Now, during the four days since he had 
left the Ch&teau-le-Brec, adventures seemed 
to be following his steps, and his good luck 
had twice shown him the person whom he was 
seeking. 

She was in Paris 1 Paris, the grand and 
the beautiful, and Tanneguy no longer felt 
the sadness of being absent from home, for 
something told him that this lovely young 
girl and he had the same destiny, and that 
fate would in some way bring them together. 

As he thought thus, Tanneguy had crossed 
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the garden and found himself before the 
Montpensier Arcade. At that moment he 
heard a voice, in the crowd, which made him 
etart. The voice had said : 

*' Look 1 there he is/' 
, Tanneguy uttered a cry of joy as he turned 
round, for he felt sure that he had recognised 
Stephane's voice ; he looked before him and 
behind, right and left, but could only see 
strange faces. Three of those faces, grouped 
together under the arcade which was opposite 
to him, seemed to be watching him atten- 
tively. 

Tanneguy saw them very imperfectly, and 
could not distinguish their features, because 
the lights which were behind them dazzled 
his eyes, and yet a shiver ran through his 
veins. 

" The three Freux r* he muttered ; " can 
they have left the Tour-de-Kervoz, then?' 
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In spite of himself he cast down his eyes, 
and when he raised them again towards the 
arcade the opening of which had formed a 
frame round the three unknown figures, the 
arcade was empty. 

Tanneguy sprang towards the gallery, for 
he was ashamed of the momentary terror 
which had left a chill in his veins. Super- 
stitious terrors were quite oat of place in the 
Palais Boyal, full of excitement, noise, and 
light. Tanneguy expected to find behind the 
columns of the arcade the three men, who he 
knew could not be fisir away; he had no idea 
what he should Bay or do to them, but the 
opportunity seemed a good one, and his in- 
stinct commanded him to seize it. 

It appeared the phantoms of Britany, on 
coming to Paris, did not lose the faculty of 
sinking into the ground according to their 
pleasure^ for, after seaiclung the corridors 
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for some time, our young friend could find 
nobody but smart damsels, gallant cavaHers, 
Hud provincials in quest of honne fortunes. 

He was at length almost persuaded to 
believe that his imagination had deceived 
hini, and that it was all fancy. But if it was 
so, the fancy continued ; for j ust as he was 
trying to dismiss the subject from his mind, 
feeling almost angry at his own folly, he dis- 
tinctly heard the three syllables of his name 
uttered close to his ear. 

He stopped as though an iron hand had 
grasped him by the collar, and the people 
who were passing paused in astonishment to 
43ee this good-looking youth planted like a 
post in the centre of the corridor, his eye 
fixed, his cheeks pale, and his bead between 
his shoulders, as though he had been struck 
by a thunderbolt* 

In order to account for the amazement of 
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our young Breton, we should mention an 
incident which had taken place some time 
previous to his quitting his native village. 

Between the Malestroit road and Cb4teau« 
le-Beck there was a meadow, planted with 
trees, which was called the Treguem meadow, 
— " II y rementJ^^ One night, as Tanneguy 
was returning home, he saw among the wil- 
lows the three men of the Tour-de-Kervoz — 
^' the Freux." 

In order to reach the farm-house, he had 
to pass by the place where they were standing. 
As he was approaching them, trembling all 
over, the three Freux disappeared into the 
ground; and at the same moment a sweet 
Voice called Tanneguy by his name. 

The Treguem meadow extended down to 
the side of the river, and as Tanneguy turned 



* This ezpreasion is used in Morbihan and Ue^-Vilainex to s«j 
that tne plaoe is frequented bj the spirits cif the other world. 
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loand, lie saw a wliite figure kneeling down 
near the edge of the water. He had already 
many times heard of La Biorte. 

The beams of the moon, whioh was passing 
between two clouds, fell directly upon the 
face of the young girl, and Tanneguy felt his 
heart leap into his mouth. 

To-day, as then, in the crowded Palais^ 
Boyal, as in the lonely Treguem meadow^ 
they had shown themselves to disappear in 
this strange manner ; and on both occasions 
Tanneguy had heard a sweet voice pronounce 
his name. 

He knew that Valerie was there, aud when 
he turned his head, it was with the certainty 
of seeing the celestial vision* 

He was not altogether deceived ; neverthe- 
less, we must say that visions lose something 
of their poetry in the capital of the civilized 
world. Instead of the white Undine whom he 
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iiad BO much admired as he aair her kneeling 
on the brink of the water, be eaught through 
4;he crowd a glimpse of a straw hat, from 
under which a profusion of hair streamed 
down in beautiful curls ; a black mantle, con* 
cealed the figure of the sylph, whose face dis- 
appeared entirely beneath tbo broad brim of 
her hat. 

She had hold of the arm of a tall young 
man, who had a handsome face and a finely^ 
ibraied head, covered with long fine hair. 

" St^phane !*' cried Tanneguy, extending 
his hand towards them. 

The young couple were entering one of the 
narrow passages which conducted from the 
gallery to the Bue Montpensier« 

Tanneguy hurried into the passage like a 
madman, £)r a new feeling had sprung up 
fW'ithin his mind. He began to be jealous. 

The passage was eo^pty; already when he 
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reached it, but Tanneguy could still hear as 
it were the echo of the last words uttered 
at the comer of the street. Those words 
were : ^^ The fifteenth of August, the A116e 
des Veuves." 

He ran across the Sue de Montpensier, 
mounted the steps of the Rue Sichelieu, and 
reached the. pavement just in time to see two 
horses drawing an elegant closed carriage set 
off at a gallop. 

Tanneguy had good legs, and as he felt 
convinced that the voiture contained those 
whom he was seeking, he determined to follow 
it. 

The vehicle went at fiill speed along the 
Rue Saint Honor^, and all Tanneguy could do 
was barely to keep it in sight. 

After running about three-quarters of a 
league, he saw the voiture stop somewhere in 
the quarters of the P^pini^re, before an h6tel 
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of good appearance ; he made a last effort, 
and approached the door, quite out of breath, 
at the moment when a servant in livery was 
lowering the steps of the vehicle. His whole 
soul was in his eyes as he watched the door 
open. The next instant he saw a stout lady, 
carrying a long-haired dog in her arms, get 
out. 

Tanneguy almost fell backwards ; the first 
thought that came to him was that some dia- 
bolical transformation had taken place. The 
stout dame was St^phane, perhaps ; and the 
long-haired dog the mysterious young lady of 
the willows. 

While he was wiping the perspiration from 
his streaming forehead, the stout lady said to 
the footman : 

*' The A116e des Veuves 1 M. de Feuillans 
will bring me back.'* 

The door of the h6tel closed upon the hairy 
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dog and bis mistress, and the vebicle wenir 
away at a sharp trot. 

"A116e des Veuves !•* repeated our youag^ 
Breton, endeavouring to place his thoughts m 
order; ^^I have heard that before." 

Thesi, after reflecting for a moment, he 
added: 

^^ It is there that I have to take Douairi&re 
le Brec's letter. 

Mechanically, he fixed his regard upon the 
walls of the h6tel ; upon the waUs of the 
h6tel there was a quantity of theatre placards. 

Tanneguy saw nothing at first, but his eyes, 
fixed unknown to himself upon ten or twelve 
sheets of paper, at length began to make out 
the letters, and suddenly the same date, printed 
at the head of all the placards, attracted his 
Attention : 

" Fifteenth of August 1 Fifteenth of August I 
Fifteenth of August I" 
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Every theatre had posted np a showy 
placard for the day of the assmnption ; b«t 
Tanneguy was ignorant of the oustom of the 
theatres, and this date, which met his eyes on 
all sides, made him feel a sort of giddiness. 

Tannegny inquired the way to the A116e 
des y euves of a person who was passing, and 
eontinued his route. 

Half an hour later he found himself wan* 
dering among the trees in the Champs Elys^s. 
He had passed the entrance to the All^e des 
Vepyes without knowing it, and was now in 
the bosquets, near the Gours-la-Beine. 

After nightfall, ihe place was at that time 
entirely deserted. It was quite differ^it 
from what it is to-day ; neither the English 
gardens, the cafiSs chantants, the panorama, 
fkor the houses of the quartier Francois L 
;ii7ere there then, and t^e Allee d' Autin itself 
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waft only an avenue of trees, bordered by 
gardens and villas. 

Along the Conrs-la-Reine and in the 
Avenue de TEtoile a few smoky lamps were 
plaeed here and there, seeming to increase 
the profound darkness which reigned under 
the trees. 

Tanneguy walked on with rapid steps, feeU 
ing a feverish excitement in the darkness, 
which acted upon him in a singular manner. 

Even in the middle of this vast Paris, with 
eight hundred thousand human beings respir- 
ing around him, he felt a cold shudder run- 
ning through his being as he had formerly 
done at times when he had heard the sound 
of his own footsteps upon the solitary moors, 
and at times when he had felt himself bathed 
in cold perspiration in his bed as he heard,^ 
through the thick walls of OhHteau le Breo^ 
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those three supernatural voices which seemed 
to rise from under the Tour-de-Kervoz, talk- 
ing of passed murder, and of future ven- 
geance. 

All at once he stopped, almost stunned 
with amazement. 

" This is the fifteenth of August/' said a 
voice in the darkness. 

^' And the day has onlj two more hours to 
last," added another voice. 

A third voice continued : 

^' The money must be in the hands of the 
Englishman before midnight." 

Tanneguy knew each of those voices. 

The nocturnal terrors of his childhood 
seemed to be following his steps. 

He vainly tried to penetrate the darkness. 

^^ The Englishman shall have the sum," 
continued the first voice, ^^ for the boy must 
be wealthy as a prince I" 
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^^He will Lave the sum at the price ef 
murder I" went oa the second voice. 

'* As alwa3r8,'' mattered the third. 

Tannegny thought he could see some con- 
fused ohjects moving in the darkness. 

And almost at the same instant that 
mysterious vdoe, which seemed to come from 
heaven to announce the presence of an angel^ 
sounded in his ear ; he heard his name pro- 
nounced almost in a whisper'— 

"Tanneguyl Tanneguyr 

A woman was runaing along the neigh-^ 
bouring all^ ; hetr bead was bare, and her 
long hair was fluttering in the wind. Did 
his eacs deceive him, or did the young girl 
whisper : 

" Ome r' 

Be thought he heard the word, and fancied 
that the voice which nttered it faltered wiiik 
emotion. 
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Tiftimegaj made an eQbrt to follow her, 
but his legs wefre shaking ^o violenliy that 
he cbfald hardly take a step without stagger- 
ing as though he was about to fall. 

The young ^1 disappeared iato a sort of 
ickbscuce alley, which opened out of the 
Avenue d'An4an, a Jittle above the entrance 
t>f the Hue Jeaai-Gpougon, and iihere Tanne* 
guy lost sight of her ; ibe neT^lheless followed 
her into tike alley, which < was tortuous, and 
bordei>ed on either. side by gardens. 

fie seemed cyiiill io hear a sort <Df echo le- 
jpeating : 

^^ Gomel leeooae ! Tanneguyl Tanneguy I'' 

Afud at the /same ; tinjie A brisk and lively 
ftujue :beiag; played behmd the Mlac bushes in 
the distaaioe oaught his ear. 

The lalley wo^flid rooad ; as Tannegoy 
adiB^need he saw lights before him, and A% 
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next moment he perceived a brilliant glare 
streaming through the branches of the trees. 

He was now much nearer to the music. 

Presently his eyes fell upon a flight of 
steps, upon which a flood of light was falling ; 
the music was close at hand, behind a wall, 
playing a waltz, and mingled with the music, 
the young Breton could hear bursts of laughter 
and joyous voices in conversation. 

The place in which Tanneguy found him- 
self was a sort of triangle, in which the alley 
ended. One side of the triangle, without any 
apparent issue, was formed by a garden-wall,, 
covered \f ith lamps and pots-h-feu ; this wall 
supported a terrace, which was deserted at 
that moment, as all the company were engaged 
in the dance. The second side of the triangle 
was the entrance to the alley. The third side 
was formed by iron rails, furnished with sun^ 
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blinds, with double doors in the centre, which 
were shut. 

Behind this enclosure, by the light of the 
lamps, a handsome villa could be seen. 

But Tanneguj hardly noticed all this. 
Where was the young lady ? 

There seemed to be no issue. Which way 
could she have got out 

Tanneguy carefully examined the wall of 
the garden and the door in the iron rails. 

That was the only way by which the young 
girl could have disappeared. 

As Tanneguy had hia eyes turned in that 
direction, he saw the door slowly open, and a 
man appeared upon the threshold, with hia 
back turned towards our young Breton. Was 
this another dream ? There seemed to be a 
powerful black hand clutching this man by 
the throat. Presently the hand relaxed ita 
grasp, and was suddenly withdrawn ; then 
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the door «olosed agaui) and the maai fell bad^- 
wards like an inert mass into the triangoLkr 
^paoe im which Taain^gaj was standing. 

In his fall, the cloak which baj been placed 
80 as to hide his features was disarranged, and 
the lights upon the wall shone full upon a face 
around which a profusion of fair locks fell in 
disorder. He was a handsome youth, whp 
^8eemed to be very little more than twenty 
years of age. 

*' St^phane I my brother St^phane 1" cried 
Tanneguy, his knees knocking one against 
the other« 

.He sprang forward, and placing his haaad 
upon the hieart of his friend, drew it baejl^ 
atsined with bl^od. 

JSe tstifled,^ oxj of horror which rose to 

liislipfu 

In the. neighbouring garden, the thousand 
no«Mes of .the ,£lt0 : ^ay Toicosi, loud peals tof 



THfilOE DBADU 169 

laughter, and sweet harmonies, rose upon the 
night air in strange discord with the feelings 
of horror which filled the mind of Tanneguy. 
He felt that his reason was yielding to the 
shock, and made a supreme effort to retain his 
consciousness ; but a film passed over his 
eyes, and he fell senseless by the side of the 
inanimate body of St^phane. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



STORIES AND TRADITIONS. 



They believed in gliosts in the circle of 
Madame la Marquise du Castellat. 

It was in the year 1820, when the nobility 
were somewhat inclined towards the growing 
liberalism. The marquise was an enthusiast 
of the new liberal ideas, and the king of her 
salons^ the lion of her fiStes, M. Gabriel Feuil- 
lans, was a free thinker, almost an atheist ; 
but he believed in ghosts. 
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This handsome Gabriel de Feuillans was 
worshipped in the circle of madame la mar- 
qnise ; they imitated his dress and his man- 
ners, they adopted his opinions ; ia their fond- 
ness for him they willingly carried their scepti- 
cism to the denial of a god ; bat they believed 
in ghosts. 

It was the fashion. 

The Marquise du Castellat occupied an 
isolated house, of melancholy aspect, situated 
in the AU^e des Veuves, near the present 
position of the Bue Bayard. The house did 
not face upon the AU^e des Veuves, but was 
situated between two gardens, the first of 
which served as a court-yard. A row of 
gilded iron rails ran along the front, on each 
side of an entrance gate, in the style of Louis 
XV., the pilasters of which supported lions 
and globes. Between the entrance-gate and 
the hotel was a labyrinth, in the intricate 
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paths of which some statoes, pkoed here and 
th^re, seemed to be playing at hide-and-seek 
behind the shrabs. The hotd itself was also 
in the style of Louis XV., but bare and unor- 
namented, and there was something coli and 
gloomy in the aspect of this large dull hoiuie^ 
standing all alone, in the midst of old tree^^ 
and presenting to the view its closed windows. 
On the other side of the house an immense 
parterre extended, joining some clusters of 
trees planted k la Fran^aise, round the ex- 
tremity of which ran a vast green-house. 
Then, around the green-house, came shady 
walks, ruins (copied from the paintings of 
Watteau), and grottos covered all over with 
moss and full of mystery, which had been 
formed in the good old times of the Art dH 
Aimer, as childrca make nests of grass ^d 
down in the spring, to tempt the amour of 
wandering birds. 



THBICE DEAD, 163 

The whole terminated in a terrace which 
overlooked the unfrequented triangular place 
in which had taken place the catastrophe 
which ended our last chapter. 

There w«re very brilliant ffttes at the 
H6tel du Castellat, especially during the 
summer season, and fashion had adopted 
these f^tes. The marquise (and this was not 
the least part of her glory) passed for the 
intimate confidant of Gabriel de Feuillans, 
the man at once so sparkling and so serious, 
profound, yet fascinating to the highest degree, 
who had the halo of Lafayette, the talisman 
of Don Juan, and whose happy fortune was 
soon to make him moDe wealthy than a pnnce 
in a fairy tale. 

But, notwithstanding the splendour of the 
marquise's fl^tee, and the vogue into^wliiBh 
M. d« Feulllans had brought her salons, there 
rested over thisJhou&eafitvange air of sadness. 
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It was a time of fancies, and »rial things ^ 
Lamartine was toning his melancholy Ijre, 
Oh&teaabriand was singing of Gaul, the pale 
son of Ossian, and Bjrron was painting np on 
a cloud the phantom of the Giaour. 

Many thought, and some even said with a 
laugh, that a pall seemed constantly to hang 
over the dwelling. 

It must be acknowledged that chance had 
afforded ample occasion for these rumours, 
for a season never passed without some 
tragedy entering the house of the Marquise^ 
by one door or the other, to interrupt its 
pleasures. 

There was no lack of stories — the younger 
sister of the Marquise, Lawrence de Treguern 
had died suddenly, a week before the 22nd 
of August, 1817, the day fixed for her mar- 
riage with Gabriel de Feuillans. The Marquis^ 
du Castellat, it was said, had placed in tha 
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€orbeille some diamonds which had been 
valued at more than a hundred thousand 
francs, aad which had never been found since. 

Strange details were related respecting the 
end of the Marquis du Oastellat himself. 
That old gentleman had been on very friendly 
terms with M. de Feuillans. One evening in 
the year which followed the death of Laurence, 
and the disappearance of the diamonds — it 
was the 15th of August — the Marquis had 
the house turned upside down, as a consider-- 
able robbery had been committed, to his pre- 
judice. 

During the search, he was heard to repeat 
at different times — ** I know the culprit." 

The next day the Marquis had the horses 
put to at an early hour, and ordered the 
coachman to drive to a court of justice, in 
order that he might make his deposition ; but 
he was struck with apoplexy on the way. 
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There were many otker tales about thtt 
H6tel da Gastellat. Upon so rich a foanda* 
tToa the gossip-mongers could not fail tt> en- 
large; and they mingled with the modem 
stories chronicles of past times. The first 
Marquis du Castellat, who had built the h6tel 
in the time of Louis XV., had been the son- 
in-law to a very rich capitalist, and had led 
a gay life. A certain pavilion, which flanked 
the extremity of the gardens, between the 
situations which are now occupied by the 
place Francois I. and the Cours-la-Reine, had 
been a sort of little Parc-anx-Cerfs. In this 
part of the grounds, there were one or more 
|| secret passages, of which everybody spoke by 

tradition, but which nobody had seen. It 
was supposed that one of these issues at least 
opened upon the grottos, and through there, 
it was said, the daughter of the capitalist, 
carried away from her family by violence. 
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had been borne to the house of her husband 
for the first time. 

The present Marquise belonged to that 
Micient race of Treguems, whose name has so 
ttiany times appeared in these pages. If there 
was a shade of mysteryin Paris upon the H6tel 
du Castellat and its inhabitants, it was no- 
thing to what existed respecting the GhHteau 
de Treguem in Brittany. All the country 
people between Vannes and Boche-Bernard 
knew the legends which were abroad respect- 
ing the Manor- Hottscw 

It is not rare to see these chivalrous houses 
efntirely lose their origin in fairy-land. All 
the world knows about the siren of Lusignan 
^nd the gobliiv of Bieux^ The supernatural 
ideas which the name of Treguern awakened 
in the minds of the peasants of Morbihan were 
of a lesa graceful nature. It was not a 
capricious fairy who wandered through the 
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rooms in the Manor-Hoosei or a shadowy imp 
which hovered at midnight over the large pond 
which lay below the Gb&teaa — it was the ter- 
riiile restlessness of the dead who could not 
sleep in their coffins ; it was that fatal second 
sight which allowed the members of that 
remarkable family to read the death hoar apon 
the dial-plate of the fiitore. 

There was no marble heavy enough to 
keep a Treguern in his grave; and every 
Treguem had the fatal gift of being able to 
see death gliding behind his unsuspecting 
victim. 

In the ball-room and at churchy in the 
forest when the merry horn awakened the 
echoes in the glades, around the festive table| 
and even in the quiet retreat of the chimney- 
comer, when the aged were recalling the 
bright dreams of youth, and the young were 
picturing gilded visions of the future. 
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That was well known, and many a strong 
man had trembled when the eyes of a 
Treguern fell upon him. 

And it was a strange thing, the manner in 
which this second sight operated. When a 
Treguern found himself face to face with a 
person who was about to die, he saw a black 
veil, spotted with white tears, stretched be- 
tween the two. 

This extraordinary fact was, in a manner, 
perpetuated by the panels of the Treguern 
escutcheon, an escutcheon so gloomy that the 
Marquise du Castellat had declined to add it 
to the coat-of-arms of her late husband, either 
upon her seal or her equipages. 

The Madre de Treguern bore sable semS de 
larms cFargentj " which is the drap mortaaire^^ 
adds Pontivy's book of heraldry. 

At the H6tel du Castellat there was an old 
man of eccentric habits, who was thought to 

VOL. II. I 



f- 



179 XaRJKE DBiiD.. 

U not qaite right in hift mind, and who was 
the last male of thet name of Tregnern. 

It was the Commander Malo, whom we have 
seen arrive from Britany in the same voiture 
with Tanneguy and M. Privat, bringing with 
him those three large cases* 

Certain persons regarded the Commander 
Malo as an insane person of the inofiPensive 
and melancholy class; to others the Com- 
mander Malo was an object of fear. 

He devoted much of his time to the study 
of the supernatural ; he knew how to work 
charms and perform exorcisms, and possessed 
one of the largest libraries upon conj uration 
and witchcraft in France. 

He had travelled a great deal. Hungary, 
Moravia, Sile3ia), and Poland had ](e<Kealdd ta 
him their vampires. Hb had visited the ceme^ 
tery of Kadam, in Bohemia, where they^ are 
obliged to chain down the corpses to prevent 
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them from wandering forth among the living ; 
and at Belgrade he had seen the eock's eggs 
which contained serpents. Chiromancy, 
alectromaney, hydromanoy, and divinatien 
by silver, were all familiar to hira. He knew 
everything, he had seen everything, and he 
^d that he had never seen anything eqaal 
to the night of All Saints, passed in a 
<jhurchyard in Britany. 

On his travels he had made a collection of 
taJismans^ frag^lents of tomb-stones, human 
bones, books on magic, and written charms. 
The apartments which he occupied in the 

ft 

B6tel duf Casteliat were fall of these trea- 
sures, to which the three ca-ses, which he had 
brought with him from Britany, were to add 
their riches. 

He was a man alVeady ad^vanced inf jrears, 
^d of extreme gentleness of manners, not- 
withstanding his austere appearance; he was 

i2 
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more timid than a child^ and it was with the 
greatest difficoltj thai he coold be induced to 
open his lips before a nnmeroos assembly. 
Bat when once he had commenced his rela- 
tions of the inyisible world, he never grew 
tired. 

The Marqoise had a sort of superstitious 
fear of hinu 

If among the guests of the Hotel da 
Gastellat we have spoken first of the poor 
Commander Malo, it was i propos of the 
tradition of the black veil spotted with white 
tears, and the escutcheon of the Treguerns. 
Indeed, the traditional gift of second sight 
had played a terrible rdle in the life of the 
Commander. 

Tbirty-five years before the period at which 
our drama is resumed the Gommaader was a 
brilliant young man, full of bright hopes and 
thoughts of love. 
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On a certain autnmn evening a numerous 
company had assembled at the large half- 
ruined farmhouse which all knew by the 
name of Ch&teau-le-Brec, to share in a modest 
and frugal feast; a marriage feast, however. 

The bride was a beautiftil young girl 
named Catherine le Brec de Kervoz; the 
young and happy bridegroom was Malo Le 
M&dre, the younger son of Treguern. The 
latter would have laughed heartily if some 
person had told him that fifteen days after he 
would take the vows of celibacy to enter the 
order of Malta. 

The dinner over, dancing commenced; 
and while the others thus amused themselves, 
Catherine and Malo wandered off together to 
talk of love beneath the willows. While 
they were exchanging those sweet words 
which give a foretaste of Paradise upon earth, 
Malo suddenly turned pale as death. 
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They thought he had gone out of hi» 
senses, for he left his bride standing uiMler 
the trees, and ran off to the church. 

*'Eector/' he said, "light the tapers for 
Catherine le Brec, who is about to die/' 

Then he returned to the farm-house, where 
Catherine was waiting for him, a little angry, 
but still smiling. 

*' Catherine I Catherine I " he exclaimed^ 
" take off those gay clothes. You have only 
time to make your confession and give your 
soul to God I " 

All joy was banished from the house of 
feasting. After the first moment of astonish- 
ment was over a murmur ran among the 
relations and friends. 

" Malo has seen the veil of Treguern,''^ 
they said. 

And Catkerine, pale as a ghost, came and 
took his iwo hands in hers. 
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" Is it 'true, Malo?** she tremblingly asked, 
'*|i8 it true that you have seen between you 
«ind me the veil of Tregiiem, which announces 
<leath?'' 

As she spoke, the priesA entered the house. 

" Quick, quick T' 'exclaimed the young man, 
instead of answering. " Make your confession, 
my darling Catherine I Death will not 
wait 1" 

Catherine knelt down beside the priest. 
When she had finished her confession, her 
pale lips were tinged with blood, she turned 
-towards her betrothed, and said : " Thank 
you 1" then she died from the bursting of an 
artery. 

The order of Malta still received professions, 
and Malo wore the mounrning for his beloved 
tmder the robe of the novices of Malta. 
When the order was dispersed, Malo wa» 
cormnander. He had nbt desired liberty, for 
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liberty weighed upon him like a burden.. 
Towardft the commencement of the empire, 
he returned to Britany where his family was^ 
still struggling against adversity. The Com- 
mander Malo did not knock at the door of 
the manor-house, but went straight to the 
farm-house where Catherine's aged mother 
lived. Douairifere le Brec received him and 
allowed him to take up his abode among the 
ruins of the Tour-de-Kervoz. There Malo 
passed several years, and this dwelling was 
not at all calculated to cure the dreamy 
enthusiasm of his mind. He surrounded him- 
self with mystic books and plunged deeper 
and deeper into the imaginary world. The 
country people had almost forgotten his 
features, for he never went out by day ; but 
if at times, upon the moor, under the willows 
of the Treguern meadow, or close to the 
churchyard walls, they saw a tall black form 
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slowly and silently gliding along on a moon- 
less night, each one knew that that was the 
Commander of Malta. 

Douairiere le Brec, who feared nobody, 
would have fasted all day rather than have 
missed taking his food to him in the tower. 

On the night of the fifteenth of August in 
the first year of the present century, two re- 
ports of fire-arms were heard upon the moor. 
All that night, from sun-set till dawn, a feeble 
light had been seen glimmering through the 

ft 

crevices of the Tour-de-Kervoz. The villa- 
gers had long said that the Commander 
Malo did not occupy the tower alone. 

The persons who crossed the moor first on 
the next day had found a pool of blood in the 
bottom of the ravine. The Commander Malo, 
for once braving the daylight, went to the 
edge of the wood with an axe upon his 
shoulder and cut down a young tree. With 

I 5 
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the tree he Ibrmed a rude croBS, which &e 
planted in the middle of the pool of blood. 

From that day, no light had been seen glim- 
mering through the creyices which gave air 
and light to the Commander Malo's retreat. 
Sometime previously a young seminarist had 
come and settled at the parsonage of Orlan^ 
a youth, handsome as the angel Gabriel whose 
name he bore, and who came from the town 
of Feuillans, in Lower-Loire. We are speak- 
ing of twCTity years before the time when we 
take up the thread of the story^ and the 
Marquise du Castellat was then named Ma« 
rianne de Treguern. 
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CHAPTER VIL 



THE GOMMAND£B MALO. 



Tflli people of Britany have as ranch fear 
&nd aversion of a man who, having been to 
fhe seminaty, casts aside his cassock, as they 
have of the devil himself. Btlt the hatred of 
the simple people of Britany is restrained by 
a due proportion of pmdeiM^e, and you never 
hear a well-behavfed lad sjieak any evil of old 
GUlaume^ which iei tile ddieate name for Satan. 
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When Gabriel, after having worn the eccle- 
siastical robes, called himself M. de Feuillans 
and became a personage, the people of Orlan, 
who knew his history, took off their hats and 
bowed to him a little lower than before; and 
n obody but some drunken fellow ever thought 
of saying as he passed in his splendid carriage 
on his way to the magnificent ChS.teau which 
he was building on the site of the old manor- 
houseof Treguem, "There goes the abbe 
pataud in the carriage he has borrowed from 
Gripi /" 

GriptiB another gentle name for Satan. 

A good many things had come to pass: 
before Gabriel de Feuillans had been able to 
build chateaux, and go to visit them in his 
carriage. 

At the time when the Commander Malo 
had been living like a man -wolf in the Tour- 
de-Kervoz, the Treguem family had consisted 
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of three young people, who had neither father 
nor mother. The elder of these young 
people, the head of the family, although he 
had scarcely passed his twentieth year, sup- 
ported his two sisters as well as he could, one 
of whom, Marianne de Treguem, who was by 
the first marriage, was nearly twenty-two, 
while the other, whose name was Laurence, 
was still quite a child. 

Filhol de Treguern was a handsome youth^ 
of a robust frame, and a serious turn of mind. 
The misfortunes of his family had deprived 
him of all the gaiety of youth. He had mar- 
ried too early in life, as frequently happens 
with young people whose childhood has been 
surrounded by sorrows; he had married a 
girl of noble birth, but of fallen fortunes, like 
himself, and his wife had already made him a 
&ther. 

Filhol often said that he would give half 
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his life to bring baofk some of its anciennt 
ptTHiperity to the manor-house of Treguem, 
which was fast becoming nothing more than 
a mass of rnfbbish ; bnt these were only wordd, 
he made no efforts to rise from his miserable 
condition, but awaited the moment of utter 
ruin, wri^ped in gloomy discouragement. 

Suddenly his manners were observed to 
undergo a complete change. Gabriel came 
and settled in the village, and Filhol bound 
himself by a close friendship to the young 
seminarist. There sprung up between them 
a romantic sympathy such as usually exists 
only between lovers ; neve, did a passion 
related in rtory*books between a king and a 
shepherdess begin mote suddenly than that 
which existed between these two youTig men. 
Oabriel had free entranice to the manor-house 
and as Marianne de Treguern was good 
liking, the wicked tongues of Orian began 
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to babble, and to talk of uoctnmal rendezvous 
which took place at tbe house of Douairi^ 
le Brec, the damned. 

Nobody dared to denounce the seminarist, 
because Douairi^re le Brec was a sorceress, 
and because a malediction is so soon uttered. 

Up to that time, I^Uhol had tenderly loved 
Genevieve, his wik* There is no utter misery 
where thicre is love, and in a little comer of 
has heart, Filhol was happy. One day 
Genevieve, poor devoted giti warned Filhol 
of what was being said in the bourg, with 
regard to Gabriel and Marianne, and, for the 
first time in his life, Filhol grew angry and 
used harsh words to his wife. From that 
time he behaved more distantly towards her 
and became even more inthnate with the 
seminarist, and very soon Gabriel was more 
aiaster in the numtir-house than himself. 

When they walked together, they ^ere.aeen 
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J. F. Campbell, Esq., a Scotch phil- 
anthropist, invented at the end of the last 
century under the name of Regulated annuities: 
en survivorshvp that game of life and death 
which, in our day, fills the coffers of a hundred 
opulent companies in Europe. J. F. Camp- 
bell died worth upwards of a million and a 
quarter sterling. 

The sexton thought he could not do better 
than to strike a light with his flint and steel 
bum the impious paper up on the same spot 
on which he had found it. 

While the paper was being consumed, the 
sexton heard behind the hedge Filhol and 
Gabriel, who no doubt were coming back ta 
look for their mysterious document; they 
were conversing, and the sexton could hear 
that they were talking, poor young fools, of a 
brilliant future and immense fortunes. 

The future of Gabriel was to be a curacy 
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in some poor country place, if the clear- 
Bighted Church did not drive him from its 
bosMD ; ithat Ntgf F3hol, was to die of starva- 
tion in his noble den. And they were talking 
of a hundred thousand francs ! 

That same day Filhol went to Eedon, and 
mortgaged his last piece of land, to get a 
small sum of money ; and when he had the 
sum, instead of returning to the manor-house^ 
he reached the mouth of the Vilaine and went 
on board a lugger which was going towards 
Sarzean, bound for the coast of England. 

Before setting out, he wrote to his wife 
and sister a letter which seemed to be dio 
tated by intoxication. 

" I want to be rich," he said, " and I shall 
be ; on my return we shall all be happy, aiwi 
the star of Treguem will shine forth in the 
sky once more. Have confidence in my friend 
Gabriel " 
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Genevieve shook her fair head and tnmetl 
her eyes, foil of tears, towards the cradle, m 
which was sleeping the little Olympe, who 
was soon to be a year old. Marianne, on the 
contrary, clapped her hands, already almost 
beside herst^f with joy. Marianne was am- 
bitious, and ambitious people desire so much 
that they are always ready to hope. 

Laurence, FilhoVs younger sister, began 
to rock the cradle of Olympe, laughing as 
she said : 

*' When we are rich Olympe shall have a 
beautiful lace cap." 

She was a singular ctild, this Laurence, 
and when Gabriel came to the manor-house 
she would remain for hours together gazing 
at him from a distance. Once, when Gabriel 
had kissed the hand of Marianne, in fun^ 
Laurence had ran away, and had been found 
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some time afterwards sitting upon the door- 
step, crying bitterly. 

The absence of Filhol was not likely ta 
impose silence upon the village gossip. 
Goodness knows that the tongues of the bourg 
of Orlan were not often idle. One morning 
the Commander Malo left his tower and came 
to the manor-house, for he was a Treguern,^ 
and the honour of the name belonged to him. 
He put his two hands upon the shoulders of 
Gabriel and considered him for a long time. 

" Ah 1 ah !" he muttered, drawing a sigh 
from the bottom of his chest ; '* young man^ 
it is you who are at the bottom of all this 1 

" Good day, my nieces,'' he added ; " last 
night I saw my nephew Filhol hunting for 
fortune." 

"Last night?" repeated Genevieve, trem- 
bling with joy, '*then he is near here ?•' 
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The gaze of the Commander Male seemed 
to wander a long way o£f into space. 

" He is far from here T' he replied : " over 
there — beyond the seas. He is doing a thing 
which no Treguem ever did before— he is 
lying r' 

He let go his hold of Gabriel and took the 
hand of Genevieve, who was crying. 

^^ You are the best, Madame la Comtesse 
de Treguern/* he said, in a serious and affec- 
tionate tone ; " you will always obey, because 
you will never cease to love. When your 
son is born, observe his features well, to 
make sure that you will know him.'' 

" I am not enceinte^'* faltered Genevieve, 
turning red. 

Instead of continuing, the Commander 
stooped over the little Oly mpe's berceau and 
patted her cheeks with his fingers, muttering 
in a low voice : 
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" May God watch over the wi& who will 
conceal her virtae as a crime I Mademoiselle, 
my niece/' he contintied, howing to Marianne 
with a sort, of raillery^ "are you &le Brec,. or 
are you a Treguem? I search into your 
heart. You will live long, and will have 
leisure to forget these days of misfor- 
tune/' 

Laurence listened in astonishment He, bent 
over her and pressed a kiss upon her fore«* 
head, pronouncing these, two words^ — 

** Love kills I " 

Then he turned to Gabriel, who wa» 
struggling to keep a good countenance* 

^^Thou hast seen the adder change its 
pkin/' he said. "Son of a witch I False 
priest ; the saints' coat burns thee I Woa to 
him who opened to thee the doors of the 
house of Treguecn I Filhol is a man ; if he 
kills thee before the fifteenth of August of the 
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cQtuing year,, be. will see his daughter grow 
up aud know his son I " 

Gabriel was deadly pale, although he tried 
to smile. 

The Coiiimauder Malo looked, at him again,, 
then he folded his arms across his chest, and 
passed out of the house without another word. 
After his departure, Gabriel did not remain 
at the Manor-House ; he returned to the Pres- 
bytery, going a loQg way round, and as he 
wandered at random through the fields and 
over the heath,, he repeated to himself — 

" Over there 1 far away 1 a thing which, no 
Treguern ever did. before I The eyes of 
that man must, travel over the sea them, and 
^netrate the envelope which covers the 
heart 1 And 1 1 and II" he interrupted, with 
a shudder; ^^ did. he not speak as though his 
eye had soiinded my conscience?'' 

He*stopped upon the sumnut of an eleva- 
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tion which overlooked the bourg of Orlan. 
It was a lovely spring day, and the country 
lay smiling in the rays of the sun — a Breton 
landscape, with its horizon veiled by a trans- 
parent haze, with large and sombre forests 
stretching out into the plain-like promontories 
into the sea, and with moors level as a carpet, 
losing their red and blue tints in the distance. 
Gabriel wiped the perspiration from his brow 
^nd drew a long breath, for he had an op- 
pression upon his chest. His eyes wandered 
over the country ; he saw the forests upon the 
mountain sides, and the green meadows at 

the bottom of the valley, through which 

« 
twenty silvery brooks were babbling over 

their stony beds; he saw the mills spreading 

out their long sails to the wind, and the farm 

houses with thatched roofs, from the chitimeys 

of which wreaths of blue smoke were curling 

up into the sky ] he saw the rich pastures, and 



THRICE DEAD. 19«^ 

the immense flocks seeking for the fresh grass 
on the edge of the water, and forming a 
moving fringe along the river banks. 

And then his eyes fell upon the scanty and 
thread- worn cassock in which he was clumsilj 
buttoned up from his chin down to his feet. 

*' Nature is very beautiful/' he thought. 

Then he added, as a sceptical smile passed 
over his anxious face — 

'*Very beautiful for him who can say — • 
^8he is mine I I am her master I these majestic 
forests belong to me, and 1 alone can hunt 
the stag here and chase the roebuck I These 
mills which animate the landscape are my 
tributaries; these fields ripen for me their 
harvests ; all these brooks are here to fertilize 
my lands, to give drink to my flocks. My 
view is piercing, and the horizon is vast ; far 
as the eye can reach, far as the horizon 
extends, all that I can see is my domain 1 ' ** 
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He held his bead erect, mad his eje$ 
glittered as be attered those words. 

^^ But what of God ? " be muroiured, as a 
shade again came over his pale face. 

His eyes wandered, as though in spite of 
himself, towards the little church of Orlan, 
whose modest spire seemed to overlook and 
protect the village; around the church the 
graveyard extended its greeu cemture. 

^^ God I " repeated the seminarist, pressing 
his cold hands upon bis burning temples — 
" and death 1 " 

He stood thoi^htful and silent for a mo- 
ment; then his rebellious head was thrown 
back, shaking his long fair locks. 

^^ Eternity is longer than life," he iwdt 
taking a breviary bound in cloth from under 
bis cassock, ^^ but U& comes befoir-e 
eternity I" 

He seemed now to be ia a sort of fever, 
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und he opened the mass-book with a convul- 
sive gesture. 

** Right, for eternity ; left, for life 1 ^ he ex- 
tjlaimed, like a child playing at the game of 
first letter. 

He was obliged to look tMrioe, for his vision 
was confused. Ohi the right there was the 
word Requiem^ on the left there was the word 
Lcetare. 

** Life has gained twiee 1 '* exclaimed the 
seminarist. ^L against R! Joy and £lte 
against repose and death ! Thanks, my bre« 
vifiryf 

He closed the book and ran dawn the hill. 
Behind the hedge of farze, at some yards 
from the spot which he quitted, a strange 
head was raised, revealing a long amd meagre 
face, surrounded by thick and long grey hair* 

It was an old wofnen, who wore a cap like 
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those worn by the nuns of Saint-Benoit and 
a black silk gown. 

She looked after Gabriel as he descended 
the hill, and extended towards him the white 
cmtched stick which she held in her hand. 

" Joy and ffete 1 '' she repeated, " to you 
who are of my blood, Le Brec ! Le Brec ! to 
Treguem, repose and death I '' 

When Filhol de Treguem returned to tbe 
Manor-House, he had not the air of a man 
who had made a fortune. His clothes were 
a little more worn than when he left, and his 
cheeks were paler and thinner. God knows 
that Grenevi^ve, his wife, thought him hand- 
some just as he was ; but the pretty Marianne 
demanded of him the moment he arrived — 
^' Well, brother, are we rich? '* 

Filhol replied — " Patience 1" And when 
Gabriel came to the Manor-House he cried 
to him from the window—*' All goes well ! *' 
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Filhol and Gabriel shut themselves up, 
and remained together till the middle of the 
night. Marianne tried to hear what thej 
were talking about, for that charming young 
lady was curious, having set her mind upon 
becoming a marquise and going to Paris; but 
Filhol and Gabriel conversed in whispers. 

We will now relate what followed, simply 
and without comment, A week had scarcely 
passed since the return of Filhol, when he 
suddenly fell dangerously ill; and at the end 
of three days, the disease had made such pro- 
gress, that all hope of recovery was lost. The 
village doctor, who was not of the first force, 
after having ordered bleeding and emetics, 
declared that human skill was powerless 
against fate, and Filhol, thus given up, desired 
to be left alone with his friend Gabriel. 

He probably wished to make his peace 
with Heaven, as Gabriel belonged to the 
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eliQrch^ BO Marianne and Laurence retired^ 
followed by poor Genevi&ve, almost choked 
with her sobg. An hour after, Gabriel came 
out of the room, holding his handkerchief ta 
his eyes, and said — ^^ My poor friend has 
breathed his last I" 

It is the custom in the bourg of Orian, as 
elsewhere in Bretagne, to keep a public watch 
in the chamber of the dead ; but Filhol waa 
not a peasant, and his ancestors had done 
enough good in the parish to entitle him to a 
watcher from the Presbytery. The rector 
was absent and the curate was ill ; so 
Gabriel filled the place of each as well as he 
could.- Gabriel therefore watched by the 
corpse of Treguern, not only as a friend, but 
also officially. 

And some particulars sufficiently remark* 
able were related of that melancholy night. 

In the first place, the holy -water and the 
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aspergiU remained outside the door all night, 
and no body was allowed to entet to sprinkle 
the defanct, as was the custom and the duty 
of the villagers. Those who came could only 
hear the young Abbe Gabriel reciting aloud 
the prayers for the dead in the funeral 
chamber. 

As for Genevifeve, the widow, Marianne, 
and little Laurence, they were all three in 
the hall, Genevifeve sitting still, in a kind 
of stupor, with tearless eyes, holding her 
child in her cold arms, Marianne leaning 
against the window, and Laurence squatting 
upon the floor. Jhey each understood, or 
thought they understood, that they had not 
permission to approach the bed upon which 
Treguern was laid out. 

Towards the morning, Marianne and a 
charitable neighbour went to the mairie to 
make the declaration of the decease, which 



200 THRICE DEAD. 

had already been entered in the parish, 
register, by the care of Gabriel. 

He was admirable, this Gabriel. He put 
his friend's shroud on with his own hands^ 
and with his own hands nailed down the 
coffin. The curate got up to read the mass, 
at the burial, and it was again Gabriel who 
did all ihat was necessary during the cere- 
mony. 

The Commander Malo came when all 
was over. A few peasants alone remained 
near the newly-filled grave. The country 
people in Britany linger, on such occasions, 
as long as they can, and are, beyond measure, 
fond of giving vent to their griefs near the 
dead. The Commander Malo approached 
the grave, but he did not kneel down. 

'' Treguern I Treguem I Treguem I*' he 
said three times. And, while those who were 
present shuddered with dread, he bent hia. 
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head down toward the ground, as though he 
expected a reply. 

While he was thus occupied, Genevieve 
came up, carrying a poor little cross, with the 
name of Filhol, her husband, upon it. The 
Commander Malo, took the cross from her 
bands, and laid it flat upon the fresh earth. 

Some of the villagers stepped forward and 
offered to plant it in the ground, but the 
commander waived them back, and said : 

" Wait I I saw Treguem yesterday, and I 
did not see the veil. I have just called Tre- 
guern, and Treguem has not replied. Tre- 
guern must die three times, and his tomb- 
stone will be of marble, like that of the great 
knight Tanneguy." 



Before the end of the same year, Genevieve 
was frequently seen with smiles upon her lips, 
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as she carried little Olympe in her arms, and 
she never went to the grave-yardy where sh& 
had wept so much. The people cf Orlaa 
whispered among themselyes that the poor 
young widow was insane. 

Where could she be going, night after 
night, when Laurence saw her go out with 
little Oljmpe upon her bosom ? The mother 
who does that which is evil leaves the child 
in the cradle ; — and, besides, Genevieve was 
so pious! Genevieve surely could not be 
doing evil. 

8urely she could' not be going where Mari- 
anne,, her sister-in-law went, who had no 
chUd to care for and to keep her from going 
wrong, but who followed the evil counsel of 
Douairifere le Brec. 

Some persons had met her, Genevifeve, in 
the Treguero meadow,, in the environs of the 
Tour-de-Kervoz^ and others had. often seea 
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Gabriel ptowfing about at niglit unclel* tlie 
Mrillows. 

Did tlie false priest go there to meet Gene- 
vifeve or Marianne ? 

they spoke also of some unknown person, 
of sombre aspect, who wandered about at 
iJaidnight, between the manor-house of Tre- 
guem and the Kerre-des-Paxens. 

At the Tour-de-Kervoz, under the retreat 
in which the Commander Malo lived in such 
Utter solitude, there was a crevice which 
served as an air-hole ; and belated villagers 
thought they had once or twice seen a light 
shitii ng from this hole through the bushes. 

There were some who even said that they 
had heard voices, which seemed to come 
from the bowels of the ground, and they 
specified, for those who tell such tales are 
nevei' at a loss for details to give them an 
appearance of truth. According to these 



204 THRIOE DEAD. 

accounts, one of the voices was that of the^ 
Abbe Gabriel, the other belonged to Gene- 
vieve, and when they were silent, the merry 
prattle of little Olympe would be heard. 

But there was still another v oice, and here 
the narrators hesitated. Sometimes the cold 
perspiration came out upon their foreheads, 
for that other voice which came from under 
the tower resembled the voice of Filhol. 

This went on up till the night of the 15th 
August, in the year 1800, on which night 
there was a wild tempest. That night the 
cries of women were heard in the mill of 
Guillaume F^ru ; and also on the same night 
two sergeants crossed the moor, coming from 
Redon, as well as a stranger carrying a 
valise. 

Two shots had been fired near the path 
which ran above the copse of privet, and. 
traces of blood had been found in the Trou-^ 
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de-la-Dette, where the Commander Malo had 
planted a cross on the next day. 

Then the Tour-de-Kervoz had remained 
dark and silent, and neither light nor sound 
had since been seen or heard through the air-^ 
hole. 

The A bbe XJabriel had left the presbytery, 
Genevieve no longer lived at the manor- 
house, and the voice of the dead Filhol ceased 
to be heard by the terrified villagers. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 



THE FIRST APPARITION. 



It was ten or twelve years after that terrible 
night, towards the last days of the empire. 
Marianne de Treguem was living in Paris 
with one of her relations who had given her a 
home, as well as her young sister, Laurence. 

Marianne de Treguem could still pass for 
a very pretty woman, although she was now 
past thirty* With her, the mind did not 
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wesur out the body. The Faubourg Saint 
Germain was being rebuilt, little by little, 
and some trifling conspiraeies ^ r.eau de rose 
sprang up and died in the boudoirs, while the 
emperor was making of Europe an immense 
field of manoeuvre. M. le Marquis du Cas- 
tellat was a conspirator; politics had brought 
him into connection with a y<mng man of g2ea4: 
expectations, who it was said was well known 
among the secret societies of Germany, and 
who set himself up as the personal enemy of 
I^apoleon* This young man was named 
Gabriel de Feuillana; and those who re- 
garded the return of the Bourbonn as pos- 
sible, assigned no limits to his future fortune. 
One night when there wa0 a party at the 
bouse of the relation who had taken the place 
of a mother to Marianne and Laurence Tre- 
gnern, Gabriel was talking ajone with Mari*- 
anne m the (Embrasure of the window^ while 
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the regard of Laurence, who was hidden 
among a crowd of youog companions, waa 
fixed upon them with jealousy and suspicion. 
Laurence had now reached her eighteenth 
year. 

Nobody was near enough to Gabriel and 
Marianne to hear what they were saying; 
but their indiscreet eyes betrayed the words^ 
and the eyes of Marianne had that expression 
which belongs only to some amorous vexa- 
tion. 

Laurence was very pale, and she felt her- 
self tremble as she watched them. 

The 'Marquis du Castellat was announced 
at this moment. A singular smile passed 
over GabrieFs face ; and as he whispered a 
few words in the ear of Marianne, the con- 
tagious smile passed from his lips to those of 
the young lady. The Marquis du Castellat, 
a honest-looking gentleman between two 
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ages, smartly dressed, half bald, and playing 
in the most serious manner bis r61e of con- 
spirator, probably had no suspicion that h6 
was the subject of conversation between the^ 
handsome Gabriel de Feuillans and Made- 
moiselle de Treguern, History does not re- 
late that he had even observed the pretty 
Marianne. 

Instead of replying to Feuillans, the pretty 
Marianne half-closed her eyelids to look at 
the Marquis more closely. 

Then she made an affirmative sign of the 
head. 

After which, Gabriel, without losing his 
SDiile, kissed her hand with respectful gal* 
Ian try, and said — 

" Au revoir then, Madame la Marquise I " 

With these words he hastened away. As 
he was crossing the salon, his regard met that 
of Laurence, and his physiognomy changed 
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Completely. A cloud came over his forehead^ 
and he approached the young lady as though 
to ask her to dance, and said to her in a low^ 
and rapid voice— 

'*^We must make ftn end of this, Laurence^ 
for your jealousy is driving me mad ! I am 
going to marry your sister to a marquis." 

Laurence looked at him, and her astonish* 
ment rendered her dumb. 

There was no possibility of misunderstand- 
ing. Strong and profound paasion was visible 
upon the features of Grabriel de Feuillans. 

Laurence de Treguem was extremely 
beautiful ; but suflFering had already left its 
traces upon her pale and charming face. It 
was she to whom the poor Commander Malo 
had said*-" Love kills I *' 

At the end of a month, the gossips of the 
great Parisian world had a history to relate : 
The Marquis du Castellat had carried off the 
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elder of the two Treguem girla^ a portionleM 
orphan, a girl who was fast losing the charnoft 
of youth, and who coald not have made a 
very heroic resistance. 

Why had the marquis taken her off? Why 
eould not he many like other people? Some 
wicked tongues spoke of a certain little 
romance of which the handsome Gabriel waa^ 
the hero; according to this version, the 
Marquis had carried off Marianne, because 
Marianne, already engaged to M. de Feuillans,. 
had resisted his love. 

But everyone bad noticed the assiduous 
attentions of M. de Feuillans to Laurence ; it 
seemed therefore that he was in love with 
all the family. 

However it might have been^ the marquis 
soon re- appeared radiant and glorious, bring- 
ing his yoQDg wife upon his arm as a trophy ; 
and the Hdtel du Castellat opened its brilliant 
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salons, and Lanrence came to live with her 
sister. 

One evening, in the year 1812, Lanrence 
and Marianne were together in the bedroom 
of the latter ; the Marquis was occupied with 
some conspiracy somewhere, I don't know 
where; and Feuillans was on a journey to 
England. It was the evening of a hot day, and 
the Marquise, according to custom, had on a 
light and fresh toilette, while Laurence wore 
a black dress, as though she was in mourning. 

Laurence replied, with melancholy distrac' 
tion to the tattle of the marquise. 

** Tou are sad, sister," said the latter. 

" It is twelve years to-day," replied 
Laurence, " since our brother Filhol died." 

The marquise turned away her eyes with a 
shudder; she was one of those who shun 
gloomy recollections as the plague. 

'^ He was very fond of us !" pursued 
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Laurence, with tears in her eyes; "and 
Genevieve, our poor sister, she is dead also, 
no doubt, since we have received no tidings 
of her for so many years 1" 

Marianne turned uneasily in her chair, im« 
patient of the weight which these words 
placed upon her heart. 

" And little Olympe 1*' continued Laurence. 
** Do you remember how like Filhol she was 
and how pretty she looked in her cradle ?" 

Marianne still remained silent 

Laurence rose from her seat and kissed 
her. 

" Good-night, sister," she said, as she left 
the room, for she wanted to be alone to think 
and pray. 

Laurence de Treguem had a good and noble 
heart. 

The marquise was left alone. When her 
maid came to light the candles she dismissed 
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her sharply. The marqaise had a temper of 
her own. 

The bedroom of Marianne was a large 
•chamber with a very lofty ceiling, and had 
been decorated with a rather severe taste by 
the first wife of the marquis. There were 
two doors, one of which opened into the 
ante-chamber, irhile the other communicated 
with the apartments of M. da Oastellat. 

The windows opened upon the garden. 

The marquise leaned back among the 
downy cushions of her easy chair, more 
«ulky than sad, indulging no very amiable 
thoughts against Laurence, who had so im- 
properly, as she tiionght, evoked the dark 
visions of the past. Try as she would to get 
rid of them these visions remained obstinately 
around her — her brother stretched out cold 
and pale upon his death bed, her sister-in- 
law weeping with the child in her arms, and 



mixigled wkh all thia, the strange face of the 
semioarifit Gabriel 

The marquise closed her eyes, earnestly 
wishing to take refuge in sleep. 

She could not tell whether she had really 
gone to sleep, or whether she was still awake, 
when she heard a voice, which whispered in 
her ear : 

" Marianne de Tregnem !'* 

The moonbeams were streaming in through 
the foliage of the large lime trees, illuming 
up the room with their silvery light. The 
lifuirquise saw the Commander Malo standing 
iilose to her, holdiiag by the hand a little girl 
who was hardly out pf b^r infancy* 

And the Matquise recognised at once, by 
the family likeness alone, her niece Olympe, 
her brother Filhol's little girl. 

She tried to believe that sh^ was dreaming; 
a sort of torpor iphained her senses. 
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^^ Don't you think 8he has very much 
grown ?" said the Commander Malo, whose 
wan face smiled Badly. 

And Marianne felt{ that she answered in 
^opposition to the evidence : 

^^ I do not recognise her. It is not she I" 

The long lashes of the child were lowered 
over the large, blue, supplicating eyes. 

The Commander murmured : 

''Marianne, do you want Filhol and 
Genevieve to come back to you and say : ' It 
is our child ?' *' 

"They are dead — they are dead," ex- 
<^laimed the Marquise, shudderingly. " The 
dead do not come back/' 

She saw the Commander stretch out his 
«rms towards that part of the room in which 
stood the tent bedstead hidden among its 
velvet drapery. 

" Turn this way," said he, " and look." 
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The curtains of the bed Were raised, and 
the Marquise saw the moonbeams which came 
in through the windows converge and fall, 
like the light from an enormous lantern upon 
the counterpane of the bed upon which Filhol 
and Genevieve were lying, side by side, with 
their hands crossed upon their bosoms. 

You would have thought it was one of 
those tomib-stones of ancient times, when the 
pompous piety of families placed recumbent 
-effigies of their fathers upon their monu- 
ments. 

The colourless lips of Filhol did not move, 
Tior did those of Genevieve, but two feeble 
Toices pronounced at once : 

" It is our child.'* 

The Marquise tried to get up and fly, but 
fell back and fainted. 

When she came to herself^ the chamber 
was lighted up, and the closed curtains fell 
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in heavy folds around her bed. While the 
dx>ine8tis8 were moving busily about the 
ohambeTi the little girl of her dream held a 
bottle of salts to her nose, and the Commander 
MalOf looking pale as death in his long black 
doak) held out his hand and felt her pulse. 

She looked at the little girl, who was smiU 
ing timidly up in her face^ and shuddered to 
the marrow of her bones, as she said : 

" You are welcome, my niece." 

It was thus that Olympe de Treguem 
entered the Hdtel du Castellat 
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CHAPTER IX. 



JOBILLE AND YEYETTE. 



It was abont the same hour when the dili- 
gence, containing the Commander Malo, M. 
Privat, and our friend TannegaT", entered the 
jard of the inn in the Eue du Boulbi. It was 
gr&wing dusk, and some lights were already 
passing from window to window along the 
front of the Hdtel dU GasteUat. Within| aa 
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well as outside, the preparations for the f&te 
were heing completed. 

There was to be a grand f&te that night at 
the house of the marquise. 

Under the bosquets of the magnificent 
gardens, in the walks, and upon the terrace, a 
swarm of valets were moving to and fro, 
placing the carpets which were to cover the 
platform for the orchestra, building up 
corbeilles of flowers en amphitMdtre^ and 
arranging the rustic seats round the green- 
house. Here and there some lights began to 
appear in the arbours, and the last garlands 
were being hung in festoons to the columns. 

It was no slight affair the illumination of 
the gardens of the marquise ; it was neces- 
sary to study effect as much as at the theatre ; 
it was necessary to concentrate the light upon 
the terrace and round the ball-room, and 
Jeave the grottos in shadow and mystery. 
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There was especially, at the extremity of a 
noble avenue of linden trees, a certain pavi- 
lion of the Louis XV. style, which it was im- 
portant to consider in making the arrange- 
ments. 

This pavilion bounded the property of the 
Marquise on the limits of that straggling 
locality then composed of timber yards and 
heaps of rubbish, which has since become the 
quartier Francois I. The weather had bent 
down the branches of the neighbouring trees 
upon the flat roof, so that the pavilion was 
lost as it were among a profusion of verdure. 

In the cabinet of an amateur, among rare 
articles and valuable objects, you always find 
some favourite object which is worth all the 
rest of the museum put together. Such was 
the Louis XV. pavilion, in that rich and beau- 
tiful garden of the H6tel du Castellat. It 
was the principal gem of the casket, and 
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nobody ever came to the Marquise'is fites. 
without declaring that this pavilioii was a 
little marvel* 

They called it the Temple de TAmour. 

But nothing beyond the exterior was ever 
seen ; what there was within those walls, all 
covered with amorous sculptures, nobody 
knew. Some marble vases, filled with enor-^ 
mous clusters of red geraniums, were placed 
on each side of the steps. On the last step 
the hospitality of the marquise ended. 

Many persons had asked what the mar- 
quise kept hidden away in that coquettish 
retreat, surrounded with exotic souvenirs — 
for if the present was unknown, the past had 
its chronicles— and more than one sprightly 
tale was told in which the first Marquis du 
Castellat had played his r61e of rou6 in this 
little temple. Some fifteen years previously 
this secrecy might have given rise to some 
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amorotis snppOBltrons, *bnt Madame la Mar- 
quise w as no longer a heroine of romance, 
and the long-haired dog, which she led abont 
with her everywhere in a string, seemed suf- 
cient for the re qnirements of her heart. 

A page and a young girl, both armed willi 
long poles, were putting lights to the lamps, 
which were artistically arranged under the 
lime-trees. 

The servant girl seemed to be a shrewd 
lass, although she had the Morbihan accent; 
her bold and frank eyes sparkled with intel- 
ligence; and she laughed as others breathe, 
constantly, and without stopping. The page 
had not only the accent, but also the figure, 
of a lad from the neighbourhood of Vannes, 
or Redon. 

He was named JosiUe F^ru: we already 
know the name of the pretty Vevette. 
' Bbe appeared to be a handy girl, this 
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Yevette, and by no means an idle one, for she 
was thns employing her tiipe, as she awaited 
the return of her mistress. She was in fall 
dress, and all adorned for the f@te : she wore 
a smart and neat costume, which, properly 
speaking, was neither Parisian nor Breton, 
but which recalled that simple fashion amon^ 
the villagers of the op^ra-comique. It all 
fitted her like a glove, and Josille F^ru was 
so occupied in looking at ber that he scorched 
the b oughs of the trees instead of lighting the 
lamps. 

Josille was as fat as a sucking-pig, red in 
the face, and a good-looking lad enough, not* 
withstanding the perfect roundness of his 
cheeks ; he was awkward, stuttered a little 
in speaking, and chattered like a magpie^ 
At the bourg of Orlau, his native place, he 
had passed for a knowing lad. 

'' Oh, bother I. Vevette,'' said he, " whea 
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we have a home of our own, we shanH want 
80 many candles to amnse us. With the 
money that all these lamps cost, we could 
half furnish our house." 

"A pretty husband you would make, 
Josille!" replied the lass, shrugging his 
shoulders; "you don't even know how to 
light a match ; there, you have been groping 
round that lamp for the last quarter of an 
hour." 

Truth to tell, the young lad was not very 
handy at his work, and, with no better light- 
ers than he made, the marquise's gardens 
' would not have been illuminated before the 
next morning. 

'* Listen to me, Vevette,*' he muttered, with 
emotion, " you were not so sharp as this 
when you were at home. I can't help look- 
ing at you to see how you are changed." 

Vevette had no intention of allowing the 
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conversatioti to coBthme in tbis senllmeiital 
Tcin, for she demanded abmptly — 

**Have you ever seen tlien>— the three 
Frenx?'' 

Josille trembled and was on the point of 
letting his pole drop from his hand. 

^ It is be^nning to get verj dark to talk 
of things like that I ^^ he faltered. 

" Bah I " said Vevette, '' it is a long way 
from here to the Grand-Lande, and the tfai^ee 
Freux won't eome after you so for as Paris.'^ 

^^I don't know," «aid JosUIe, casting sJa 
uneasy glance under the hosquets. 

*' Oh, stuflFI nay poor little chicken-heart/'' 
exclaimed Vevette, who only laughed ibe 
more to see the seriousness of her companion ? 
" if you are afraid 'of your own shadow like 
this, you have made a great mistake an coming 
here I Thrts house is full of ;|^osts.; they talk 
about nothing but )gbo8t8 and witchcraft bere^ 
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end there is a wizard lives in that pavilion 

you can see there.'* 

• ** A wizard ? " repeated Josille. 

" A real wizard I But T will protect you 
against him, if you will tell me what Valerie 
la MoTte is like/' 

* It is odd all the samie,'' tnuttered the lad, 
" that they talk of the three Freux of Orlan, 
and of Valerie la Morte, here, in a big town 
like this/' 

*'ril wager/' said Vevette, '^^ Madame la 
Marquise, the Chevalier d^ Noisy, and all the 
company v/ho believe in apparitions, will sit 
while the others are • dancing to-night, and 
talk tliese stories over tmd over till the ball 
breafks up,** 

** Then they do just as we do at home on 
^east night?*' 

^Lfght away, Jofifilfel light away, or we 
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shall be all behind!— Is she young, Valdrie^ 
I mean?'' 

Josille presented his light to the rebelliooa 
lamp for the tenth time^ but the lamp ap« 
peared not to see it. 

**I don't know whether she is young or 
old," he replied, ^^ and, for that matter, spirits 
have no age." 

"Where did you see her?" 

"Behind the church, in the road which 
runs along under the churchyard/' 

" And are you quite sure that it was her 
you saw ? " 

" Am I sure I Oh I Yevette, it makes a cold 
shiver run all down my back even now ; when 
you went away from home, I went into a 
fever, through grieving. To cure myseli^ I 
kept company with La Scholastique, wha 
has a piece of land on the edge o£ the moor,. 
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land two cows — two splendid cows I Then, 
one day, as I was coming from high mass, 
she threw a great stone at my face; I suppose 
she did it in fun, but I got in a passion and 
dipped her into Menain's pool right up to 
her neck. I could not help laughing when 
I pulled her out, though I was so wild. She 
* had green slime hanging all about her, and 
the boys all run away holding their noses. 
But it did not hurt her much, and it was a 
capital spree, wasn't it? Well, after that she 
was fonder of me than ever, and she seemed 
as though she would have me after all ! Tou 
are laughing I La Scholastique didn't laugh, 
I can tell you; she was more inclined to 
laugh on the other side of her mouth I And 
air the girl's said — *Josilte F6ru, lad, marry 
her, or it will be the death of her I ' " 

Yevette went on lighting, light and active 
as a fairy, and Josille F^ru followed close at 
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her lieelB) relating his stoiy in a nasal and 
whining tone. 

** Oh 1 what a proud lad yau are 1 " ex- 
claimed Vevette. ^ Did she pine, this poor 
Scholastiqne, who has a pieee of land and 
two cows ? " 

" Such beautiful cowb," continued Josille ; 
^^ a red ant and a black one. Scholastique 
said to me, said she: *C(wnie here when it is 
dusk, and you will see which way the wind 
blows/ So I went. There wias no moon; 
but there they were all fhree, talking at the 
end of the old avenue of Treguern, before the 
Ch&teau-sans-terre — ^*' 

* ** The three Freux?" interrupted Vevette, 
stopping to listen. 

" As true as I am here, Vevette, the three 
Freux, as- black as moles ; and they were 
skying,, as they stood looking towards M. 
GahrieFs new chftteiam : Hhat will come to us 
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witk the rest, when the boor amvea/ I cut 
away, as fast m I eonU, with CDJ fingers in 
mj ears that I xnight not bear thdr Toices ; 
for tlie words of such likebiing misfortune to 
whoever listens to them. When I got near 
the Pierre^deS'-Paiens, I saw a woman ron- 
ning along before me, and I quietened my 
paoe, thioaking it was La Scholastique. Oh, 
the deuce I it wasn't La Scholastique, and I 
would rather have found myself face to &ce 
with Douairi^re le Brec herself on a Satur- 
day night. She stopped in the middle of the 
road, and waited for me. I am sure I saw 
iber eye« gleaming like €oals of fire in tbe 
middle of her pale face. The wind mad« her 
black hair wave back behind her, just as 
Mam'selle Olympe's long locks do; and she 
had siM^h a fine waist — so fine that you would 
have thought that there coiild not have been 
Any flesh «nder her waisi^band. And yet 
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our young demoiselle Olympe, who is livings 
thank God I has a waist as fine/' 

" Did she speak to you ?'* again interrupted 
Tevette, in her anxiety to know. 

** She told me to go away," replied 
Josille ; " and when I first heard the voice of 
Mam'selle Olympe — " 

"Go along; you are out of your mindl'^ 
exclaimed Vevette. 

She laughed, but a closer observer than 
Josille might have seen an uneasy expression 
upon her face. 

**You are right," he continued; "our 
young ladj couldn't have been in Paris and 
at the bourg of Orlan at the same time, that's 
true. And then, why should our young lady 
climb over the wall of the church-yard ?*' 

" Oh," said Vevette, " La Morte climbed 
over the church-yard wall?" 

" Yes, and no mistake. When she told me 
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to go away^ I only half obeyed her. I hid my- 
self behind the hedge, and I saw her, as plain 
as I see you, glide along between the grave- 
stones, and get into the church through a 
window which had been left open, to let the 
air m. 

^' And what did she do in the church ?" 

"That's just what I don't know, for I 
didn't dare to look in, Vevette. I could see 
the light shining through the chancel win- 
dows, and I ran oflf hoiue as quick as I could. 
Would you have gone near yourself?'* 

"Of course I should," replied the girl, 
valliantly. **Come, Josille, you are not 
doing a bit of good with your pole. Go up 
the ladder, and light those up there.'' 

They were at the end of the allfee of lime- 
trees, and the graceful front of the Louis XV, 
pavilion stood before them. As Josille placed 
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himself upon tbe ladder, Yevette heard him 
utter a loud eiy« 

" There T there I " lie said, letting himself 
fiEtll at full length upon the gravel; ^^they 
are there I " 

From the windows of the pavilion a pale 
light was huming. Vcvette sprang intre- 
pidly forward, and ran up the steps, as 
Josille repeated : 

** There ! there I all three of them ! I saw 
them I and the tombeau de Tanneguy also* 
Oh ! good Lord ! " he added, as the hot 
tears ran down his cheeks, " when the spirits 
get hold of you, it is all over with you. I 
have come away from home, I have lost Iia 
Scbolastique, as well as her piece of ground, 
and her two cows — such beautiful cows, the 
red one especially. I have come miles and 
miles away, never to see all that again ; and 
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Lere the tambeaa de Tftnnegay has come out 
of the choir of Orlaa Church, and followed 
me all the way to Paris* A nd here are the 
three Freux — " 

" There is nothing/' said Vevette, from the- 
top of the steps; ** you were dreaming/' 

Footsteps were heard at the other end of 
the walk. The light which had been burning 
fi&r an instant in the interior of the parilion 
was suddenly extinguished. Josille stood 
leaning against the foot of the ladder, and 
he trembled so violently that his companioa 
could hear the rungs rattling. 

" You can't see anything 1" he stammered ^ 
^* then they were only visible to me ; it's all 
up with me ! There they were, all three^ 
standing close to the tombstone, and behind 
them, leaning against the wall, there was 
something just like a tall skeleton." 

He broke off to utter a stifled cry. 
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^^ There I there I*' he said again* 

He could say no more. His mouth re-^ 
mained convulsivelj open, and his onU 
stretched hand pointed towards the dense* 
bosquets which concealed the garden-wall on 
the right of the pavilion. 

All that portion of the marquise's minia- 
ture park was plunged in the most complete 
obscurity, for the light was entirely inter- 
cepted by the rows of lime-trees. On tbe 
left side of the walk, from the pavilion to the- 
ball-room, all was resplendent — festoons of 
lamps were already glittering in all parts; 
but the neighbourhood of these lights served 
only to render the darkness of that portion of 
the garden which was not illuminated more- 
profound. 

From the top of the steps Vevette followed 
Josille's gestures ; she thought that she saw,, 
indeed, a confused movement under the thick 
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foliage, but the lamps of the fstfade, which 
«he was jnst lighting, intercepted her view, 

" Who's there ?" she demanded, boldly, for 
this little Vevette was afraid of nothing. 

Josille drew himself together as though he 
expected to hear the voices of the Freux of 
Orlan church-yard burst forth like three 
claps of thunder. 

It was a sweet voice, a woman's voice, 
which responded : 

" It is I, Vevette, I am waiting for you." 

Josille felt sure, however, that he had seen 
^e three men of the pavilion, whether they 
were living beings or shadows, glide away 
silently among the trunks of the trees. 

Vevette jumped down the steps and sprang, 
light as a spaniel, into the shadow of the 
foliage. 

The foot-steps which had been heard coming 
in the distance, along the Lime-tree-walk, for 
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«>me few seconds, were still approaching* 
Poor Josille waft so overwhelmed with anaaze^ 
fuent and terror^ that his. intelligence was no 
longer at his command ; he seriously believed 
he was dreaming when he saw approaehing 
a kind of procession, composed of a valet in 
livery carrying a lantern, which was rendered 
quite useless by the illuminations, a tall, thin, 
And haggard-looking personage, dressed in 
black from head to foot, and the three host- 
lers from the Messageries each loaded with a 
large deal box. 

There was not a person in the boarg of 
Orlan who did not know the strange figure of 
the Commander Male. 

Sitting by th^r fire^-sidies at nights, the 
villagers often talked of him who could tell, 
merely by looking at a man, whether he 
would live or die, and the least superstitious 
dbuddered at the thought of that fatal ?eil 
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whieh fell before the ejee of a Tregnem, 
when death was gliding after bis marked prey. 
J nd the lad^ JosiUe, was. bj no means the 
least superstitious. 

Vevette had been right in saying that the 
pavilion, was occupied by a wizard ;. Josille 
saw that but too plainly now I He slipped 
into a cluster of trees to leave the passage 
free for the terrible Commander. 

The latter paused bdPore the door of his 
pavilion, and ordered the men to put the cases 
down upOBr the steps. 

** It is heavy I " said one of them. '* While 
we are here, we may as well take them inside/' 

The Comsmnder had introduced the key 
into the look of the do>or^ but he turned round 
and made a sign, to the livery servant before 
turning it. 

^^ Put them down," said l^e servant. 

The three porters disposed.their loads upon 
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the steps and wiped the perspiration from their 
streaming foreheads. 

The valet in livery paid them and sent them 
away. When they were gone, not without 
casting some curious glances towards the door, 
Josille remarked that the valet did not offer 
to help the Commander Malo get the boxes in. 

He merely said : 

'^ Madame la Marquise hopes that monsieur 
will do her the honour to be present at her 
iSte." 

Malo de Treguern turned his fixed but hag- 
gard eyes towards the valet. 

^^ Her fSte I " he repeated, as a mournful 
«mile played round his lips ; " there will be 
more than one fSte to-night I Leave me." 

The valet bowed respectfully and hastened 
^way. 

As he listened to the sound of his steps 
•dying away along the walk, poor Josille felt 
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Ilis terror momentarily increasing, for there 
was no longer anybody with him but the 
Commander Malo, and he felt his blood 
curdle at the thought of being left all alone 
with the dread sorcerer. 

The door of the pavilion was opened; 
within all was dark. Malo de Treguem 
descended to the first box and pronounced 
over it some mysterious words of which 
Josille could not catch the meaning. 

Then Malo tried to raise the box ; but he 
was feeble and the case heavy, so that his 
efforts were useless. 

^^ Let the person who is concealed there in 
the bushes come and help me I '' he said* 

Josille would have run a hundred miles 
away if he had had his will free ; but some 
unknown power seemed to urge him forward^ 
4tnd he crossed the path without having any 
consciousness of what he was doing. When 
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be reached the steps ; the Comtniwidfgr Halo 
tied a handkerchief oyer his eyes. 

One of the cases was raised, and, as he 
mounted the steps JosiUe could hear the 
Commander Malo puffing and panting* Poor 
Josille I He felt his blood turn to ice as he 
passed through the door and found himself 
surrounded bj the cold and confined atmos- 
phere of the interior. 

It was there that he had seen the tomb- 
stone of Tanneguj, the skeletoui the dusty 
bones, and the three phantoms. 

^^Now for the second," said the Com- 
manden 

Thej made two other joomejs, then Josille 
{bond himself standmg upon the steps before 
the closed door. 

The bandage was no longer upon his eyes, 
and he rubbed his inflamed eye-lids and 
looked around hinii dazsled by the illumina* 
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tions whidi were scattered all over the 

At the wi ndows of the pavilion, a red 
light appeared for an instant, then vanished, 
as tliough some one had drawn some thick 
blinds over the panes. 

Josille would not have remained in that 
place for an empire, but his legs staggered 
under the weight of his body, and the feeling 
of his loneliness almost crashed him. What 
would he not have given to have heard 
Vevette's meriy voice. 

He thought he saw her, Vevette, in the dark 
bosquet in which he had hidden himself a^ few 
minutes before; something white was certainly 
moving there in the shade of the dense foliage. 
Josille had the courage of fear, and he ran 
forward calling out to the joung girl. 

The white object immediately began to 
4ziove away, gliding swiftly among the trees 
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like a vapoar ; and, at the same time Yevette 
came gailj langhing and singing towards 
him. 

As he opened his mouth to make some 
lament or to ask some qaestion, Yevette pat 
her hand npon his lips and said, 

"Hush! listen I" 

They could hear in the darkness the sharp 
sound of a knocker striking upon the plate of 
a door. 

A knocker I a door I in the midst of the 
verdure, under the tall trees, in that sort of 
little wood where there was no sign of a human 
habitation. It was decidedly a dream. 

« 

" Wait for me in the avenue," ^ said the 
young girl hastily, again plunging into the 
thickest part of the brake. 

Josille could distinctly hear the creaking of 
hinges close at hand. But what does it 
matter what a person hears thus, when 
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senses have wandered and lost themselves in 
the land of chimeras. At the end of a 
minute, Josille saw Vevette returning, as she 
had promised. She was accompanied by a 
decently dressed little man wearing spectacles 
who bad absolutely nothing supernatural 
about him. 

'* Josille/' said Vevette, who seemed to 
have great difficulty in repressing a roguisb 
smile, ^^ show this gentleman in to Madame 
la Marq uise who is expecting him. 
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CHAPTER X. 



THE BOUDOIK OF TUE MARQUISE. 



Madame la Maequibe du Castellat wa» 
at lier toilet ; a grave affair, for Marianne de 
Treguern had already passed lier fortieth year^ 
She was losing her hair, her figure waa 
acquiring too much embonpoint, and a certain 
air of fatigue was visible upon her puffed 
features. 

There was evidently a struggle going oa 
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iritbin this woman, between present inqQietude 
increased by tbe incurable sadnesB of memory, 
and an earnest desire to bury both the past 
and the present in foTgetfnlness. 

The bondoir in which she was sitting was a 
small room of octagon shape, fhrnished in the 
mode of the last days of the empire. On the 
same night on which Olympe de Treguern, still 
a child, had been introduced into the hotel in 
the mysterious manner in which we have 
described, the marquise bad abandoned her 
bedroom and taken another apartment, and 
from that day she had never dared to look 
into the place where the frightful vision had 
occurred to her. 

Four portraits, surromided with frames all 
alike, hung against the walls of the boudoir. 
Tbe first was that of the Marquis du Cast ellat ; it 
was a honest and good-humouned face, polite, 
rather destitute of intellect, surrounded by a 
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peroke^ and wearing the eternal smile of well-- 
bred portraits. On the opposite side, the 
Marquise, in a white satin dress, was respir- 
ing the perfume of a bouquet of roses. 

On the left of the fire-place, Laurence de 
Treguem, perfectly like her, that is to saj^ 
perfectly beautiful, fixed its melancholy re^ 
gard upon the fourth portrait, which waa 
that of Gabriel de Feuillans. 

Gabriel, in this portrait, did not appear to 
be more than thirty. A black cloth cloak 
hung from his shoulders, and his white hand^ 
finely veined, held a half open book. It was 
a pensive and severe face, under the calm 
lines of which strong passions could be 
divined j the hair grew high upon the cranium, 
the contour of the visage was slightly sunken 
below the temples to fill out again at the ' 
cheek-bones, and from thence down to the 
chin described the most harmonious oval. The 
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eyes were long, overhung with long lashes, and 
possessed a stem and haughty look, while the 
nose and mouth, with lips which were a little 
too thick, seemed as though thej were 
sculptured out of bronze. 

At the period at which the likeness of the 
Marquise du Castellat had been painted, she 
could still be called the pretty Marianne. 
Her pretentious head-dress and her regular 
features, but round and characterless, showed 
up the noble beauty of Laurence. Laurence 
had been painted during the same year in 
which she had died, and those who had known 
her saw in this almost celestial countenance, 
and in its sweet yet impressive regard, the 
vague sadness of her last days. 

It was long since the Marquise had resem- 
bled that young and rosy portrait, which 
hung smiling against the wainscot ; but that 
night she was so gloomy and worn that she 
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appeared to be ten years older. She was 
seated before her toilet table, and her maid 
was weaving too many flowers among her 
scanty hair. 

" There was some wiyfordf," said the maid^ 
pursuing the conTersation, which had been 
commenced, ^ who wanted the little house 
with the green sun-blinds* M. St^phane gave 
I don't know how many thousand francs for 
it." 

" This M. Stephana is rich, then y de- 
manded the Marquise, pronouncing the name 
with affected indifference. 

"I should think so,*' replied the cameriste ;^^ 
" he broke Frascati's bank. Madame la 
Marquise knows that the windows of the little 
house open appetite to Mademoiselle Olympe'a 
rooms." 

" No," said Marianne de Tjreguem, turning 
her bead ; ^ I bad not remarked that.*' 
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^ Just opposite I and there is not A single 
tree between. I thinl If. fit^pbane comes to 
the hotel very often now." 

The marquise pretended to be looking fttten* 
tively at the work upon her head-dress, and 
pointed ont some fanlts, as though to break off 
the conversation . But it appeared that Juliette, 
the cameriste, was at liberty to speak. 

''Such a near nieighbourl" she continued, 
as her practised fingers sei to rights the im- 
perfection indicated by her mistress, '^ and a 
young man who goes so much into society ; 
I am sure Madame la Marquise can have no 
objection to it. M. de Feuillans knows him ; 
hcf is very intimate with him, and goes to see 
him very often." 

•* M. de Feuillans does what he likes," in- 
terrupted the marquise drily. 

Then she addied, holding up the head dress 
with both bandg, 
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^ It does yery well now, Juliette. I will 
call you to put on my jewellery." 

Juliette went towards the door ; but beforo 
going out a malicious glance shot firom beneath 
her eyelids. 

Many a philosopher has asked why every 
woman has in her maid an intimate enemy. 

Directly she was alone, Marianne de Tre- 
guem rose from her seat and began to walk 
up and down the room with slow steps. A 
darker cloud was upon her face, and the lines 
deepened upon her forehead. 

" St^phane I" she murmured, '' why doea 
Gabriel leave me in this uncertainty ?" 

Juliette had carried away with her the 
candle which had been upon the toilet-table,L 
and the boudoir was now lighted only by a 
single globe lamp, standing upon a small, 
writing-desk, the light of which fell upon 
several letters which lay scattered near it.. 
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All these letters were still sealed, and the 
marquise, in passing the desk, turned away 
her eyes, as though some secret repugnance 
had prevented her from opening her corre- 
spondence that evening. 

I don't knoV why this coquettish boudoir 
had now, by the undecided light of the lamp, 
a desolate appearance. The four portraits,, 
only half lighted, were sadly looking at each 
other. The marquise let herself sink down 
upon a fauteuU^ and placed her face between 
her hands, at the risk of crushing her new 
head-dress. The woolly-coated dog, curled 
up in a comer, got up, stretched out hia 
obese limbs, and came and rolled himself up 
at the feet of his mistress, uttering low 
whines. 

^' St^phane ! " murmured for the second 
time Marianne de Treguern, as she heaved a 
deep sigh ; ^^ but what is the good of racking 



254 THRICB BEAD. 

my brain about it? Can the young man of 
twenty hare any resemblance to the cbild 
which is taken to be christened? Besides, I 
know that the young man is at the Ch&teau- 
le-Brec— '' 

In prononnCTig these words, " the young 
man," her voice slightly changed. 

She took up one of the letters from the 
table at hazard, and opened it mechanically. 
It was upon blue paper, with a printed head- 
ing, and the writing was traced in the plain 
and firm hand which habit gives to men of 
business. 

*^ The late Marquis du Castellat having no 
children/' said the letter, '^disposed of his 
entire property in favour of a stranger. The 
position of Mademoiselle Olympe de Treguem 
IB regular and perfectly legal ; the dbcument 
appears to me in due form, and there is no 
ground whatewf for a law- suit. '' 
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Tke marquise tirufthed the letter between 
her fingers. 

**She well knows that/' she muttered, 
^ How much longer shall I be mistress here? 
Perhaps I owe some gratitude for her kind- 
ness in keeping me in her house." 

She took up another letter, which she held 
in her band, without casting her eyes upon it. 

"Who knows" she said, thinking aloud, 
while a peculiar smile played round her lips ; 
*^ Gabriel lored me also once, and I am called 
the Marquise da Castellat. Gabriel loved 
Laurence^ and Laurence is dead. Gabriel 
loves her now — who knows T* 

The letter which she held in her hand 
was written upon coarse brown paper, and 
clumsily folded, and the address was traced 
in large and irregular characters* When at 
length the eyes of the marquise fell upon this 
missive which had feund its way inta her 
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elegant boadoir, she trembled and tnmed 
pale. 

*' Doaairiire I'* she exclaimied. 

She broke the seal with nervoas fingers^ 
and read : 



C( 



— Marianne, you did well to fly from 
here. My nights are terrible, and I often see 
those who are dead. 

*' What I have done, I did for you and 
Gabriel ; you have both abandoned me. Well^ 
perhaps there is a Providence. 

^^ Malo de Treguern has been here in his 
tower ; he says the hour is come, and that 
the old tree is about to re-blossom. May I 
be dead when the Treguern's rise again ! 

" This is to announce to you that you will 
soon see the lad ; he has gone away as the 
other went some sime ago. It was not I who 
sent him away. However I had had my 
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doabts for a long time ; they were bom so- 
near to each other. We deceived the priest^, 
Fanchette may have deceived us. The boy 
has not the face of a Le firec. 

**When you see him, look at him well. 
Gabriel looked at him the last time that he 
was here ; but he said nothing. Why should 
he love his child, the man who has no lov& 
for his mother ? 

** The hour of the last struggle is at hand^ 
The voices which used to speak to me in the 
silence of the night are now silent ; my 
blinded eyes no longer see into the future. 
You are still young enough to suflFer in this, 
life. Adieu, Marianne ; we have built upon 
the sand, and my tenderness has been your 
misfortune. 



^^Fkan^oise Le Bkeg de Kervoz, 
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" P.S.. The three Freux have disappeared,. 
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and La Morte is no longer seen here. The 
villagers fonnd the Treguern escatcheon 
nailed to the principal door of the Chltteau- 
sans-Terre, as the palace which Gabriel has 
built in the place of Filhol's manor-house is 
called here; and everybody says that the 
Treguems will return. Privat, the advocate, 
who defended Roland Montfort, has set out 
for Paris. Take care to warn Gabriel, if y oa 
have not separated your fortunes from his." 

An expression of terror and almost despair 
was painted upon the features of the marquise; 
each word of this letter was for her a menacei. 
While she was folding it up, she saw upon 
the desk a small square note, the address of 
which was written in an unknown hand. 

This note contained but two lines, and 
said : 

" I shall have the honour of presenting 
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myself at the house of M adame la Marquise 
da Gastellat this evening, at eight o^clock 
precisely." 

It v^as signed with the name of Privat. 

The marquise turned with a sadden move-^ 
ment towards the clock, the hand of which 
stood exactly at eight. 

^^ It is he ! '' she exclaimed, ^ that man 
who undertook the defence of Eoland Mont- 
fort t What can he want with me? I will 
not see him." 

She violently rang the bell, and said to 
Juliette, who came running to answer the 
summons: 

^^ Tell the porter at once, I am not at home 
to a M. Frivat, who is to call at eight 
o'clock." 

As Juliette turned round to obey, she came 
face to face upon the threshold, with a 
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decently dressed little man, who smiled a» 
he took off his hat, with an air of modesty. 

He moved out of the way to let the maid 
pass, and said, with perfect self-possession, as 
he advanced towards the marquise, 

^^ Exact to the minute, as you see, madame. 
M. Privat, advocate, who has come a hundred 
leagues to have the honour of presenting his 
respects to you." 

He bowed, and, turning round, shut the door 
in the face of the maid, while the marquise 
watched him in the utmost astonishment. 

Privat was much better dressed than when 
we saw him in the yard of the Messageries^ 
he had on black pantaloons, almost new, over 
thick, but well-blacked boots, a very good 
black coat, though much too large for him,, 
a waistcoat cut h la papa^ and a white cravat, 
tied . in a bow, which would have been the 
envy of a village bridegroom. 
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His nose was pointed, bis mouth was large 
and smiling; his little eyes looked over 
enormous spectacles, round as penny pieces ; 
his thin but florid cheeks moved up and down 
when he spoke; his extremely high brow 
terminated in a bald point, and the hair, 
artistically brushed up, endeavoured in vain 
to cover the nudity of his bumpy cranium. 

All this may have been very ugly, but all 
this was perfectly satisfied with itself — brisk, 
lively, even restless, and relieved by a touch 
of humour which was not void of wit. 

*'My dear lady," said he, returning to 
the marquise^ and taking a tone of benevolent 
good humour, ^^ I expect you do not remember 
me. We have grown older, both of us, and, 
as for myself, I acknowledge that I should 
have had great difficulty in recognising 
you." 

Marianne de Treguem threw a glance 
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towards the bell-pall, bat she did not 
toach it 

^^ Will 70a be good enoogh to tell me, moa- 
sieor/' she said, ^^ what has procured for me 
the honoar of this visit ? '' 

Instead of replying, M. Privat parsaed ia 
a half playful tone : 

^^ Do yoa know it is a long trot from the 
Innocents, where I live, to the All^e de Veuves. 
My means do not allow me to take voibure» 
wherever I go, so I came on foot. If Madame 
la Marquise will permit me ^" 

Marianne de Treguern did not allow him to 
conclude ; she pointed with her finger to a 
chair. 

But it seemed that M. Privat preferred 
JautemU ; he pushed back the chair indicated, 
and wheeled an arm-chair near to the mar- 
quise. That done, he sat down with a volup- 
tuous sigh, and stroked down his waistcoat 
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frill to put it into the correct folds. 

'' I am acquainted with your young neigh- 
bour, M. St^phane Gontier/' he said, without 
preamble, always looking at the marquise 
oyer his round spectacles ; ^^ if he had al- 
lowed me, I would have made a man of law 
of him." 

*' M. St^phane Gontier rarely comes here," 
interrupted Marianne de Treguero. 

^^ Bah 1 " said the little man ; ^^ but it ap- 
pears that it is thus in Paris : you live next 
door to each other, and you scarcely know 
each other. I shall have the pleasure of 
bringing this young man to see you more often ; 
he is a youth of honest principles aiMi very 
good manners." 

The marquise endeavoured to smile. 

^^ Was it for that you came here, monsieur?" 
she inquired. 
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^^ I am fond of business/' repfied M. Private 
pushing np his spectacles with a rapid and 
precise touch ; ^^ first impressions, as yea are 
aware, madame, are absolutely decisive. My 
father was husher-audiencer in the Senesch al 's 
<3ourt, at Red on. I was bom there, my cradle 
was surrounded with rolls of parchment, and 
the first air my luugs breathed was that which 
was exhaled from old briefs — the atmosphere 
of business, madame ; my native atmosphere.'* 

The voice of M. Frivat grew animated, and 
bis little eyes were already sparkling behind 
his blue spectacles. The marquise had crossed 
her hands upon her knees. An instructive 
dread told her that these eccentric pre* 
liminaries were only the mask of a serious 
attack; so she waited to hear what would 
<come next. 

^^ In my father's ofiice," continued the little 
man, in a slightly moved voice, ^^ there was a 
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bureau showing square pigeon-holes right 
up to the ceiling, all full of green cases which 
were so crammed that they would not shut ; 
there were files full of papers thrown in heaps 
in the comers like the sheaves of a ripe har- 
vest ; there were heaps of dusty parchments 
with their edges all shrivelled, which were 
covered even to the margins with writing, 
small, cramped, faded, illegible 

*' There I'' interrupted M. Privat, ''the 
papers of your family alone, the Treguern 
papers, would have filled this boudoir. Ah ! 
ah ! that's what I call something like a heap 
of papers ! Enough to ruin a king, or to 
give a beggar the fortune of a prince, accord- 
ing to luck ! Well, madam e, you may be- 
lieve it, if you will, child as I still was, I had 
deciphered all that — I understood all that — 
and all that was not enough to satisfy me I " 

He sat up in his chair. 

VOL. II. N 
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^^ I wanted something more ! " he exclaimed 
with a burst of pride; ^I had pictiired to 
myself a case— but such a case aa is 
hardly ever seen — something obscnrei com- 
plicated, inextricable, an imbroglio of a thou- 
sand persons, a sort of macabre dance whirl* 
ing delirioudy round a mountoin of gold I " 

Yet this little man had not the appearance 
of a poet. 

Marianne de Tregnem hoped for an instant 
that he was out of his mind. 

M. Privat had thrown himself back in his 
chair. 

^^ Cross-interests," he pursued, seeming to 
have a keen relish for the picture he was 
drawing, ^^ knotted and entangled, like a 
skein of thread ; people changing their names, 
registers of births lost, and wills &lsified; 
living persons passing themselves off for dead, 
and dead people coming back again ; murders 
over which time has passed — ^a case. 
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madame— a case heroic and splendid! a 
nocturnal and pitilesB straggle^ such as takes 
place it is said between the Indians in the 
forests of North America ; a desperate battle . 
in the limbus; a romance of Ann Badcliff; 
an epoch d la Milton ; insane efforts, atrocious 
deceptions; the civil code sharpened like a 
sword, the penal code keen as an axe ; extra- 
vagant sumB shovelled up ; impossible phan- 
tasmagorias in the midst of our incredulous 
world— and I alone, I, understand yon^ in this 
profound night, piercing the darkness I don't 
know how, with eyes like owl's, turning 
aside the veil, disentangling the mysteries and 
collecting into these hands all the threads of 
film gigantic intrigue 1" 

He held out his hand, which was dry and 
ahrivelkd as that of an old woman. 

^^Do you understand?" he added, as he 
i^ed away the perspiration which had come 
out upon his forehead. 
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^ Noi*^ retamed tiie Marquise du CSastellat, 
who was fiblnng periiaps. 

The little man half closed his eyes, and 
looked at her fixedly. 

All the enthusiasm which had lighted up 
his feature^ a moment before had fidlen as if 
by magic. 

^ No 7* he repeated, abruptly changing his 
tone ; ^ well, just so ; all the world cannot 
have my tastes. What I have been saying 
was in answer to the question which madame 
la marquise did me the honour to address to 
me. One fine day, when I was no longer 
searching, I found this immense affidr, which 
I had dreamed of £rom my childhood. Chance 
thus gave me my rdle^ and if I have crossed 
the threshold of this hotel, it is because 
madame la marquise is engaged in the same 
case with me." 

Marianne de Treguem made a hasty ges- 
ture of denial. 
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^^ This is the fifteenth of August,'' pursued 
the little man, without taking any notice of 
this gesture ; ^^ and it is twenty years, day for 
day^ since your young neighbour, St^phane 
Oontier, was christened in the parish church 
of Orlan. Another child w^s carried to the 
font at the same time with him. I have just 
made the journey from Bretagne to Paris 
with that other child, who is now a fine youth, 
I give you my word ; and I have come to 
your house, madame la marquise, because I 
desire to know which of these two young 
men is your son." 
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